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W.  H.  Jackman,  B.A.,  M.Ed., 

Director  of  the  Preparatory  Department, 

with  some  of  his  students. 
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This  edition  of  our  Voyageur 

is  affectionately  dedicated 

to  Henry  Jackman, 

who  served  Pickering  College 

with  devotion  from  1941  to  1969, 

beloved  by  his  students  and  their  parents. 

We  wish  him  well  in  his  retirement. 
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Harry  M.  Beer,  B.A. 
Headmaster. 


A  Personal  Word  From  The  Headmaster 


"What  kind  of  a  year  are  you  having?  "  is  one  of  the  most  common  questions  we  are 
asked  during  any  school  year.  I  know  that  you  students  often  hear  these  words  from  your 
family  and  friends.  I  suppose  that  our  answer  is  usually  of  a  light  and  non-committal 
nature.  In  serious  moments,  however,  you  probably  ask  yourself  this  same  question.  What 
standards  do  you  use  in  your  answer  to  yourself?  I  want  to  tell  you  what  criterion  I  use. 

The  following  pages  describe  a  full  and  rich  year  at  Pickering,  so  that  in  retrospect 
my  answer  to  that  question  is  that  we  had  a  very  good  year.  But  how  does  one  judge 
this?  In  a  sense  there  is  a  separate  judgment  for  each  individual,  student  or  adult.  It 
cannot  be  based  solely  on  academic  marks,  athletic  achievement,  or  social  relations. 
Surely,  it  is  determined  for  each  individual  by  the  quality  of  his  growth  during  the  year 
and  this  growth  is  measured  by  the  kind  of  judgment  he  uses  in  facing  the  challenge  and 
demands  life  makes  on  all  of  us.  Growth  is  the  thing,  then,  growth  towards  maturity,  and 
this  can  be  measured  by  the  way  in  which  we  handle  ourselves  under  academic  or  athletic 
pressure  and  by  the  way  in  which  we  conduct  our  relations  with  others.  I  label  this  past 
year  a  good  year,  not  because  it  was  without  its  problems,  mistakes,  and  headaches-for 
we  always  have  our  fair  share  of  these— but  because  the  evidence  of  growth  in  so  many 
individuals  was  so  marked. 

Of  course,  I  have  to  think  in  terms  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  students  as  well  as  of  the 
adults  in  our  community,  but  I  would  ask  you  in  this  exercise  to  judge  only  one 
individual,  yourself.  Did  you  grow  in  the  many  and  varied  relationships  and  activities  that 
made  up  your  life  this  past  year?  If  you  did,  I  hope  you  know  why.  In  my  judgment, 
growth  towards  maturity  stems  from  two  elements.  The  first  is  inspiration,  the  spirit  that 
makes  you  give  your  best,  the  belief  that  you  have  the  potential  within  you  to  do  better 
in  your  life  than  you  have  done  in  the  past.  And  the  second  is  the  discipline  which  you 
bring  into  both  your  job  and  your  dealings  with  people,  a  discipline  which  makes  you 
want  to  reach  for  what  is  excellent.  With  that  kind  of  a  goal  in  mind,  a  goal  of  excellence, 
you  can  resist  the  temptations  of  discouragement  and  defeat,  of  giving  up  when  the  odds 
against  you  seem  too  great. 

Discipline  may  sound  to  you  to  be  a  cold  word  and  yet,  when  it  is  applied  to 
something  we  want  or  love,  its  coldness  disappears.  It  then  becomes  a  kind  of  enthusiasm 
which  brings  forth  our  greatest  skill,  effort,  and  intelligence.  Then  we  see  the  beauty  of 
discipline.  For  example,  take  Man's  landing  on  the  moon.  Think  of  the  great  discipline 
needed  to  reach  it,  a  discipline  made  up  of  technological  ingenuity  and  precision  as  well 
as  human  courage  and  will.  The  same  spirit  is  seen  in  the  lives  of  men,  both  great  and 
small.  The  same  spirit  must  be  engendered  to  an  even  greater  degree  to  help  solve  our 
problems  of  war,  hatred,  and  hunger  on  earth. 
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But  if  growth  is  claimed  to  be  so  all-important,  you  might  well  ask  me,  growth  for 
what?  Here  I  am  in  close  agreement  with  the  Society  of  Friends  who  founded  our  school. 
The  reason  we  want  the  individual  to  grow,  to  develop,  to  improve,  is  so  that  he  is  better 
able  to  serve  his  fellow  men.  That  is  why  we  hope  that  each  boy  at  Pickering  College  has 
the  opportunity  to  achieve  his  full  growth,  physically,  intellectually,  and  morally,  and 
cherishes  a  desire  to  place  his  talents  at  the  service  of  mankind. 

I  feel  very  fortunate  and  grateful  that  Pickering  College  has  granted  me  a  year's  leave 
of  absence.  After  thirty-two  years  of  close  association,  it  will  indeed  seem  strange  not  to 
be  here  on  the  Hilltop.  I  am  sure  that  I  shall  be  wondering  what  kind  of  year  you  are 
having.  May  it  be  one  of  growth  for  each  and  every  one  of  you! 

Harry  M.  Beer 


WIDDRINGTON  AWARD 

Brian  Worrall,  Mr.  Gzowski,  Ken  Coulter,  Peter  Allan,  Mr.  Beer 
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ROGERS  CANE 

Mr.  Jackman,  Scott  Rowe,  Mr.  David  P.  Rogers,  Vice  Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Management,  Mr.  Beer 


INTRAMURAL  PENNANT 

Mr.  Menard,  Ed  Rynard,  Year  Captain  of  the  Blue  Team,  Mr.  Jim  Elder,  Olympic  Gold  Medalist  of 

Canada's  1968  Equestrian  Team,  Mike  Hanley,  Sports'  Day  Captain  of  the  Blue  Team,  Mr.  Beer 
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Garratt  Cane 
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Student  Editorial 


As  a  student  at  Pickering  College  for  the  past  three  years,  I  have  gained  much 
knowledge  and  experienced  many  important  things.  When  one  is  in  Grade  13,  studies  take 
up  a  lot  of  time,  but,  at  Pickering,  sports,  clubs,  and  other  interesting  extra-curricular 
activities  are  easily  worked  into  an  average  day,  leaving  enough  time  to  complete  daily 
academic  assignments.  Owing  to  the  enthusiastic  attitude  of  the  boys,  few  have  to  be 
forced  into  participating.  This  increases  the  overall  spirit  and  morale  within  the  school. 


The  relationships  here  between  students  and  staff  are  exceptional.  A  Pickering  master 
does  not  arrive  here  at  nine  a.m.  and  leave  at  three-thirty  p.m.:  rather,  he  is  pleased  and 
willing  to  help  students  with  academics,  athletics,  or  personal  problems  at  any  hour  of 
any  day.  When  I  arrived  from  another  college  three  years  ago,  I  was  at  the  bottom  of  my 
class,  but,  due  to  the  great  effort  put  forward  by  all  my  masters  and  Mr.  Beer,  I  achieved 
some  success  during  my  first  term  and  feel  that  I  have  never  looked  back  since. 


One  is  aware  of  a  certain  camaraderie  at  Pickering.  After  a  couple  of  weeks  of  the 
school  year,  one  would  think  that  everyone  had  known  each  other  for  several  years.  Many 
'settling-in'  events  take  place,  the  most  prominent  of  which  is  New  Boys'  Day.  This  gives 
the  new  students  a  wonderful  chance  to  meet  all  the  old  boys  and,  at  the  same  time,  gives 
the  latter  an  opportunity  to  offer  their  help. 

If  I  have  given  the  impression  that  it  is  all  play  and  no  work  here,  this  is  certainly  not 
so.  Each  evening  there  is  a  study  period  from  seven  to  nine-thirty.  A  duty  team  made  up 
of  masters  and  students  keeps  the  school  quiet  during  this  time.  Naturally,  problems  arise 
within  Pickering  from  time  to  time,  but,  when  the  elected  Student  Committee,  the 
masters,  and  Mr.  Beer  all  work  together,  these  problems  are  faced  and  overcome.  This 
strengthens  the  mutual  respect  and  trust  between  the  staff  and  students. 

In  conclusion,  I  would  like  to  wish  next  year's  students  all  the  success  in  the  world, 
but  would  ask  each  one  of  you  to  remember  that  you  have  to  put  something  into 
Pickering  College  if  you  expect  to  get  something  out  of  it.  This  is  very  little  to  ask, 
considering  the  rewards  that  you  will  eventually  receive. 

Peter  Allan,  Chairman  of  the  School  Committee 
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Student  Committee 


Pickering  College  has  always  been  concerned  with  friendly  association  between  the 
staff  and  students.  The  school  committee,  elected  by  the  students  to  represent  them,  has 
been  just  as  much  a  part  of  Pickering  as  this  friendly  co-existence. 

The  function  of  the  committee  is  to  provide  good  leadership  in  all  possible  areas  of 
the  school's  life,  to  express  the  students'  views,  and  to  organize  and  lead  the  social  events 
of  the  year.  One  of  the  many  tasks  of  a  committee  member  is  to  express  his  ideas  on  a 
topic  of  his  own  choice  during  an  address  to  the  school  at  chapel. 

The  school  committee  of  1968-69  certainly  existed  for  the  students  and  did  much  to 
exemplify  the  true  spirit  of  Pickering  College.  Its  success  can  be  measured  by  the 
cooperation  it  received  from  the  staff  and  the  support  it  was  given  by  the  school.  The 
committee  would  like  to  thank  both  staff  and  students  for  their  assistance. 


The  Tutors 


This  august  group  formed  an  integral  part  of  our  life  on  the  hilltop.  They  helped  with 
coaching,  counselling  and  corridor  life.  In  short,  the  tutors  acted  as  a  bridge,  spanning  the 
gap  between  staff  and  students. 

In  Firth  House,  one  could  find  Duncan  R.N.  Walker,  Bruce  "Parry  Sound,  Boston 
Bruins"  Hamer,  and  Ronald  "Coach  of  the  year"  Veitch. 

Guarding  the  lower  regions  of  Rogers  House  was  this  year's  Newmarket  tutor, 
Michael  "See  you  at  the  Pool"  Peters.  In  the  Lower  North  Chambers,  we  could  sometimes 
find  the  famous  Montreal  musician,  David  "Anyone  want  to  take  my  duty  tonight?  " 
Hutchins.  And  last  but  hardly  least,  taking  care  of  business  in  the  Upper  Centre  area,  was 
Donald  Montgomery  "Three  cheeseburgers,  four  vanilla  milkshakes,  two  portions  of 
French  Fries,  etc.,  etc."  Bourke. 

They  are  all  to  be  congratulated  and  warmly  thanked  for  a  job  well  done. 

Best  of  luck  to  next  year's  tutors. 
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Graduating  Class 


PETER  ALLAN 

Peter  spent  his  last  three  years  of 

high  school  at  Pickering  College  and 

was  active  both  in  the  field  of 

sports  and  community  life.  He 

played  on  Senior  basketball, 

football,  and  track  teams  and 

was  awarded  his  Senior  colours. 

During  his  last  year  here,  he  was 

a  member  of  the  Thirty  Club,  as 

well  as  Chairman  of  the  Student 

Committee.  Also  he  received  the 

Garratt  Cane  and  a  Widdrington 

Award.  Next  year,  Peter  hopes 

to  study  Political  Science  at 

York  University  and  continue 

on  to  Osgoode  Hall. 


KEN  COUL  TER 

Ken  came  to  us  four  years  ago  from 

the"North"  country.  He  has  been 

involved  in  Senior  Soccer,  Basketball 

and  Baseball  and  has  received 

his  Senior  colours  twice.  This 

year  he  was  a  member  of  the 

Student  Committee  and  the  "30  Club", 

and  was  a  recipient  of  the 

Widdrington  Award.  He  has  not 

yet  decided  on  his  plans  for 

the  future. 


JUAN  HAN  DAL 
In  his  five  years  at  Pickering 
College,  Juan  was  very  active  in 
drama.  He  also  managed  the  Senior 
Soccer  team  for  a  couple  of  seasons. 
In  his  last  year,   he  served  as 
secretary  to  the  Rooters'  Club. 
Juan  hopes  to  go  into  teaching 
after  university,  probably  in 
Panama. 
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JIM  BROWN 

Jim  was  a  talented  athlete  who 

earned  his  1968-69  Senior  colours, 

playing  on  three  Senior  teams.  He 

was  also  a  member  of  the  Student 

Committee  for  part  of  this  year. 

In  his  three  years  here,  Jim 

was  always  interested  in  electronics 

and  in  lighting  effects.  He  spent 

a  good  deal  of  time  and  effort 

with  the  lighting  of  both  of  this 

year's  dances.  Another  of  Jim's 

interests  was  music,  especially 

going  to  the  Electric  Circus. 

Jim  intends  to  keep  up  his  sun-tan 

and  fire-eating,  and  hopes  to  study 

Engineering  at  the  University 

of  Waterloo. 


DENNIS  DELLIOS 

The  "Greek"  was  a  new  boy  this 

year  and  enjoyed  his  short  stay  very 

much.  During  the  year,  he  played 

football,  basketball,  rugger 

and  track  and  ended  the  third 

term  with  his  Senior  colours.  He 

was  also  a  member  of  the  Student 

Committee  in  his  first  term. 

Outside  class,  he  spent  a  great 

deal  of  time  trying  to  keep  up 

his  sun-tan!   Next  year,  he  hopes 

to  take  a  General  Arts  course  at 

university. 


MIKE  HAN  LEY 

During  his  three  year  stay  at 

Pickering  College,  Mike  was  most 

active  in  sports,  especially  in 

soccer  and  athletics.  He  was  also 

captain  of  this  year's  victorious 

intramural  Blue  team.  Mike  was  a 

quiet  student,  but  an 

active  member  of  the  Polikon  Club. 

He  hopes  to  go  on  to  university 

in  La  Belle  Province. 
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BOB  HA  YES 

Bob  was  only  here  for  his  Grade  13 

year.  He  participated  in  sports 

and  his  6'7"  frame  will  long  be 

remembered  on  the  basketball 

courts  of  Southern  Ontario.  Bob 

was  a  fairly  quiet  student  until 

you  mentioned  the  Canadian  North.  He 

enjoyed  walking  too,  or  "footing" 

as  it  was  called  in  reference 

to  Bob.  He  is  going  on  to  either 

Trent  or  Western  where  he  intends 

to  take  a  course  in  Business 

Administration. 


RICHARD  SMITH 

In  his  two  years  at  Pickering 

College,  Richard  participated  in 

many  things.  He  played  several  sports, 

including  soccer,  basketball, 

and  tennis.  He  also  had  a  part 

in  this  year's  production  of 

"Oliver"  and  was  a  member  of 

the  Polikon  Club.  Richard  plans  to  go 

to  York  University  and  take  a 

Psychology  course. 


BRUCE  LANE 

Bruce  came  to  Pickering  College  a  year 
and  a  half  ago.  In  his  last 
year,  he  was  captain  of  the  Silver 
Intramural  team.  Bruce  also  shared 
genuine  concern  and  action  for  the 
school's  principles  and  ideals, 
especially  in  his  fear  of  aliens.  Like 
his  South  House  compatriot,  Ian 
Kert,  he  intends  to  further  his 
education  at  Western  and  go  into 
Law.  The  two  of  them  hope  to  share 
an  apartment.  Look  out  London! 


fifteen 


f  t 


PW/Z.  McMICHAEL 
Phil  spent  two  years  at  Pickering 
College.  His  main  interest  was 
sports.  He  played  on  the  Senior 
hockey  team  both  years.  Rumour  has 
it  that  he  hopes  to  win  a  hockey 
scholarship  to  an  American  University. 
Phil's  loves  also  include  visits 
to  the  Electric  Circus  with  Jim 
Brown,  his  fire-loving  roommate. 
Phil  was  on  the  Student  Committee 
for  the  second  half  of  the  year. 
He  plans  to  attend  university  next 
year,  but  is  not  definite  in  his 
choice. 


RICHARD  WALKER 

Richard  was  at  Pickering  College 

for  two  years,  both  of  which 

he  spent  as  an  active  member  of 

the  Rooters'  Club.  He  was  probably 

the  greatest  Coke  consumer  in 

Rogers  House.  Richard  hopes  to 

go  on  to  study  Landscape 

Architecture. 
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IAN  KERT 

Ian  attended  Pickering  College 
for  three  years.  During  that 
time,  he  was  actively  involved  in 
the  Polikon  Club  and  was  on  the 
editorial  staff  of  the  1967-68 
Voyageur.  As  a  soul  brother,  he 
was  mainly  interested  in  music. 
In  his  last  year  he  acted  as 
corridor  chairman  for  South 
House.  He  will  be  attending 
Western  next  year  for  his  B.A., 
which  will  eventually  lead  him 
to  Law. 
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BRIAN  WORRALL 

Brian  was  at  Pickering  College 

for  three  years.  During  that  time, 

he  took  a  great  interest  in 

Dramatics  and  always  enjoyed 

participating  in  sports.  He  was 

also  a  member  of  the  Polikon  Club 

and  of  this  year's  Student 

Committee.  Brian  was  a  recipient  of 

the  1968-69  Widdrington  Award.  His 

interests  were  varied,  from 

taking  showers  at  midnight  to 

reading,  both  fictional  and  non-fictional 

works.  Brian  has  a  place  at  Queen's 

where  he  will  probably  take  a  course 

either  in  English  and  History 

or  in  Sociology. 


LOWER  SOUTH  CORRIDOR 

Sitting:       Ken  Coulter,   Bruce  Powell,  Mike  Hanley,   Tom  Lanier,  Joe  Harwood,  Mr.  Jim  Beer,  Phil 

McMichael,  Richard  Walker,  Dave  Pugh,  Earlston  Doe,  Richard  Smith. 
Standing:  Jeff  Dwor,  Brian  Reynolds,  Dave  Axford,  Dave  Metcalf,  Bruce  Cadman,  Dennis  Dellios, 

Peter  Allan,  Bob  Hayes,  Brian  Worrall,  Jim  Brown,  Ed  Rynard,  Jeff  Lunn,  Dave  Minshall, 

Rod  Hogg,  Ross  Kelly. 


seventeen 


1, 

*    P>   ^1 1A   LU 

-Stti 

1 

%M          4  iVaH 

ffMBKKm 

UPPER  SOUTH  CORRIDOR 

Sitting:       Nixon  Apple,  Gary  Levine,  Jody  Pepper,    Tony  Donaldson,  Mr.  Jones,  Fred  Stonehouse, 

Peter  Quarrier,  Brian  Labbett,  Jimmy  Jim. 
Standing:  Dan  Benedict,  Brian  Pyett,  John  Shemilt,  Walter  Powell,  Bob  Hogarth,  Peter  Upton,  Craig 

Corcoran,  Ron  Lupard,  David  Chung. 
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HI  ID  *  . 

C/PPEfl  CENTRE  CORRIDOR 

Sitting:      Bill  Shannon,  Lawrence  Northway,   Stuart  Scott,  Monty  Bourke,  Phil  Allan,  Dan  Cohen, 

Glenn  Brunskill. 
Standing:  Frank  Lee,  Brian  Whittingham,  Peter  Vasoff,  Chuck  Barton,  Bob  Milne,  Guy  McLaughlin. 
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LOWER  NORTH  CORRIDOR 

Sitting:      Jim  Watt,  John  Casserly,  Wally  Ducharme,  Doug  McKenzie,  Dave  Colquhoun,  Mr.  Boyd, 

Rob  Bain,  Jon  Foss,  Tim  Water ous,  Chris  Papasake,  George  Houston. 
Standing:  Jim  Kirkpatrick,  Dave  Poyntz,  Bill  Taskey,  John  Caton,  Bob  Daprato,    Kirk    Gillespie, Peter 

Hilge,  Roy  Mawson,  Philip  Barg,  Dave  Picket,  Randy  Skinulis. 


SOUTH  HOUSE 

Ed  Wong,  Juan  Handal,  Mr.  Donaldson,  Ian  Kert,  Chris  Rogers. 
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UPPER  NORTH  CORRIDOR: 

Sitting:       Charles  Grainger,  Mike  Pelangio,  Jamie  Lethbridge,  Jim  Wheler,  Andy  Fasken,  Mr.  Mucy, 

John  McClintock,  Frank  Anderson,  Terry  Tombs,  Ganesh  Chung,  Mike  Prowse. 
Standing:  Mike  Smith,  Peter  Perlaky,  Bob  Dingwall,  Norman   Tytler,  Bill  Kostman,  Geoff  Kinnear, 

Edward  Martin,  Steven  Younker,  Charles  Henderson,  Keith  Leckie 
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Preparatory  Department 


W.H.  Jackman;  B.A.,  M.Ed.:  Director 

A.H.  Jewell:  Housemaster 

D.C.  Pollock;  B.A. 

Bruce  Hamer,  Duncan  Walker,  Ron  Veitch:  Tutors 


Towards  the  end  of  the  Spring  Term,  it  becomes  necessary  to  write  all  about  our 
activities  so  that  in  the  years  to  come  we  can  refresh  our  memories  by  reading  about 
them.  That  perennial  Prepster,  Wilber  Higginsbottom,  has  undertaken,  with  much  help 
from  his  classmates,  to  record  this  year's  happenings  in  Firth  House. 

Opening  day  was  probably  the  most  important  and  memorable  time  in  the  Prepsters' 
school  year,  for  this  was  the  first  real  time  away  from  home  for  many.  It  was  the  first 
experience  of  the  school  itself;  in  short,  it  was  another  stepping-stone  in  our  growth  to 
maturity.  Opening  day  gave  the  boys  the  first  real  idea  of  what  school  life  would  be  like. 
Also  it  gave  them  an  opportunity  to  meet  new  friends.  No  doubt  the  massive  pillars  of 
Rogers  House,  the  neat,  well-kept  lawns,  and  the  fine  Autumn  weather  made  a  deep 
impression  on  us  all  and  somehow  represented  everything  that  Pickering  has  always  stood 
for-honesty,  faith  and  friendship.  In  this  way,  opening  day  determined  our  school  year's 
success  by  giving  us  the  courage,  spirit,  and  determination  to  learn  and  do  well. 
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There  is  no  better  place  to  make  friends  than  a  boarding  school,  because  you  get  to 
know  what  your  fellow-student  is  made  of,  since  you  have  to  live  with  him.  Friendships 
like  these  are  not  made  every  day.  Once  you  know  your  friend,  you  are  bound  to  get 
attached  to  him.  You  can  trust  friends  of  this  kind  to  be  loyal  and  true-blue.  After  you 
leave  your  school,  you  will  want  to  keep  in  touch  by  writing  letters. 

At  Pickering  College  we  have  a  farm  which  supplies  us  with  milk.  One  day  in  the  fall, 
Mr.  Jackman  had  Mr.  Howarth  show  us  around.  The  breed  of  cows  we  have  is  Holstein. 
The  cows  are  kept  in  the  silver  barn  and  the  heifers,  until  they  are  ready  to  breed,  in  the 
red  barn.  The  boys  spend  a  lot  of  time  playing  on  the  farm  and  often  come  back  wet  and 
muddy! 

Of  course,  we  do  have  classes.  Mr.  Jackman  was  head  of  the  Prep  and  taught 
Grammar,  Mathematics,  and  Science.  He  was  a  teacher  who  had  the  strange  habit  of 
killing  somebody's  excuse  without  trying.  Mr.  Jewell  was  the  housemaster  and  taught 
History,  Geography,  Spelling,  and  Grade  Seven  Science.  Mr.  Pollock  taught  us 
Composition,  Literature,  Health,  and  Physical  Education.  Mr.  Donaldson  taught  us  Arts 
and  Crafts;  Mr.  James  Beer  taught  French;  Mr.  Tower  taught  Music,  and  Mr.  Menard 
taught  Grade  Seven  Health  and  Physical  Education.  Mr.  Hamer,  Mr.  Veitch  and  Mr. 
Walker  also  did  house  duties.  Although  they  often  seemed  hard  on  us,  when  you  think  of 
it,  you  will  realize  that  these  were  some  of  the  friendliest  people  you  will  probably  meet. 

There  were  times  when  we  got  away  from  the  school.  We  had  downtown  leave 
Saturday  afternoons;  most  Saturday  nights  we  went  to  the  show;  Sunday  mornings  we 
went  to  church;  once  or  twice  a  month  we  got  leave  to  go  for  haircuts.  About  once  a 
month  we  got  a  long  week-end,  and,  of  course,  we  had  Christmas  and  Easter  holidays. 

The  House  Committee  is  an  important  part  of  our  life  in  Firth  House.  The  first  one 
was  chosen  by  the  staff  for  the  Christmas  Term.  For  the  rest  of  the  year,  the  students 
who  formed  the  Committee  were  chosen  by  their  class-mates.  These  students  were 
responsible  for  helping  the  master  on  duty  wake  up  the  boys,  keeping  them  quiet  during 
the  rest  period,  and  putting  them  to  bed  at  night.  They  also  had  a  share  in  making 
decisions  about  the  activities  in  the  house.  This  year's  committees  were: 

Chairman: 

Jim  Moses  Scott  Rowe  Scott  Rowe  Scott  Rowe 

Scott  Rowe  Doug  Miller  Jari  Wallach  Doug  Miller 

Mitch  Fasken  Jim  Moses  Joel  Spillette  Bob  Phipps 

Jon  Diamond  Kirk  Cooley  Mitch  Fasken  Terry  Fish 

John  Penturn  Mitch  Fasken  Jim  Moses  Jim  McMullen 

These  are  the  boys  who  helped  make  Firth  House  a  better  place  to  live  in! 

Each  time  academic  reports  go  home,  a  "Headmaster's  List"  is  published.  This  lists 
the  names  of  boys  who  have  had  either  high  marks  or  high  effort  ratings.  There  are  no 
special  privileges  or  prizes  awarded,  just  recognition  of  a  job  well  done.  The  students  in 
the  Prep  who  appeared  on  these  lists  this  year  were:  Kirk  Cooley,  Mitchell  Fasken,  Jim 
Moses,  Jim  Poulos,  Allan  Rosen,  and  Scott  Rowe. 
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When  the  spirit  moves  us,  a  little  paper  known  as  the  Pickering  Prep  Press  is 
published  in  Firth  House.  It  is  written  by  the  boys  and  reveals  the  truth  about  the  Prep. 
These  facts  can  be  embarrassing  to  both  the  students  and  the  staff.  There  is  a  lot  of  good 
humour  in  these  stories:  Mr.  Pollock  made  sure  of  that!  The  cover  is  designed  in  our  Art 
class.  The  Prep  Press  is  always  enjoyed  and  I  hope  it  will  continue  to  be. 

During  the  fall,  we  had  two  interesting  trips.  One  was  to  Black  Creek  Pioneer  Village, 
where  we  learned  something  about  the  life  of  the  early  settlers.  The  other  was  to  Fort 
York  in  Toronto,  where  we  learned  a  little  Canadian  History. 

Our  soccer  team  was  not  the  best  in  the  world,  nor  was  it  the  worst.  During  the  Fall 
season,  we  went  away  to  various  places  to  play  and,  although  we  lost  every  game  except 
two,  our  team  made  an  all  out  effort.  The  games  we  won  were  both  at  Pickering,  where,  I 
feel,  the  cheering  raised  our  spirit  one  hundred  percent.  Against  St.  Andrews'  College,  we 
really  came  close  with  a  1-0  score.  Crescent  was  another  school  with  whom  we  had  a  close 
game,  thanks  to  the  marvellous  goal-tending  of  Edward  Saliwanczyk. 

Between  seasons  we  played  intramurals,  usually  in  the  gym.  We  have  four  teams:  red, 
blue,  silver,  and  gold.  Once  you  are  on  a  team,  you  stay  on  it  as  long  as  you  are  at  the 
school.  Each  team  has  its  own  colour  jersey.  The  gym  is  really  colourful  when  everyone  is 
wearing  his  team  colour.  We  play  games  like  pushball,  box  soccer,  and  floor  hockey.  The 
conclusion  of  our  intramural  programme  is  on  Sports  Day  in  May,  when  the  Blue  Team 
won  the  1968-69  year. 

Several  times  during  the  year,  students  left  the  school  without  leave.  This  always 
proved  to  be  an  exciting  time,  because  teachers  and  students  went  out  hunting  for  them.  I 
was  the  first  runaway,  just  after  a  week  here.  I  left  just  for  the  fun  of  it,  but  returned 
after  a  day  of  walking  and  nothing  to  eat.  The  second  runaway  was  my  room-mate.  I 
went  with  him  but  we  were  soon  brought  back  by  my  parents.  Then  a  new  boy  came  to 
the  school.  This  hot-tempered  little  demon  made  several  attempts  to  "take  a  holiday", 
but  he  always  ended  up  being  escorted  back  to  school  by  a  master.  When  Winter  set  in,  no 
attempts  were  made  to  take  off,  for  everybody  feared  they  would  freeze.  Then  Spring 
came  and  certain  people  started  to  remember  disagreements  of  the  winter  and  the  fad  was 
set.  Running  away  was  the  in-thing  and  everybody  wanted  to  be  "hip".  First  it  was  a 
couple  of  Grade  Seven  boys  and  then  a  new  boy.  All  three  of  them  returned  quite  soon. 
After  that  came  a  day  in  May  when  several  got  fed  up  and  left.  Naturally,  the  remaining 
boys  were  good  enough  to  volunteer  to  find  them.  This  left  the  class-rooms  almost 
empty!  But,  alas,  pangs  of  hunger  brought  these  stray  lambs  back  again.  After  this 
escapade,  there  were  no  more  runaways. 

Late  in  the  fall  we  had  Visitors'  Day.  In  a  manner  of  speaking,  the  school  was  dressed 
up  in  her  best  clothes;  all  the  students  had  cleaned  the  rooms  and  themselves.  When  the 
visitors  arrived,  they  strolled  through  the  class-rooms  where  the  pupils'  best  note-books 
were  on  display.  At  six  o'clock  there  was  supper  for  all  in  the  dining-room,  after  which 
the  Dramatic  Club  presented  the  play  "Visit  to  a  Small  Planet." 

In  late  November  the  first  snow-fall  came  and  that  meant  snowballs,  snowmen,  and 
snow  forts.  Being  one  of  the  naughty  little  boys  who  throws  snowballs  at  open  windows, 
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I  broke  a  fair  number  of  them.  Edward  Simons,  who  came  from  Bermuda,  was  thrilled 
with  the  snow  which  he  had  never  seen  before.  He  frolicked  and  jumped  in  it  and  even  ate 
it.  Later  he  became  an  excellent  skater. 

This  year  we  had  two  parties  to  celebrate  the  Christmas  Season.  One  was  given  by 
Mr.  Beer  and  the  other  by  Mr.  Jackman.  At  Mr.  Beer's  party,  we  drank  punch  and  ate 
cookies.  We  also  had  a  discussion  on  what  changes  we  thought  should  be  made  in  Firth 
House  policy.  At.  Mr.  Jackman's  house,  we  listened  to  records,  drank  punch,  and  ate 
cookies  that  Mrs.  Jackman  had  made.  In  the  spring  we  had  another  party  at  Mr.  Jewell's 
where  we  ate  hot  dogs  and  watermelon  and  drank  milk.  We  enjoyed  all  of  these  parties. 

Shortly  after  Christmas,  we  learned  that  our  dietitian,  Miss  Hillier,  was  leaving.  We 
have  always  had  good  meals  at  Pickering  and,  if  I  may  say  so,  better  than  at  other 
boarding  schools.  We  waited  anxiously  to  see  who  would  take  Miss  Hillier's  place.  It 
turned  out  to  be  Mr.  Miller  whom  we  call  a  Steward.  We  worried  for  nothing,  because,  if 
there  was  any  change  in  the  meals,  it  was  for  the  better.  This  was  a  good  thing,  because 
Mr.  Jackman  tried  to  teach  us  to  eat  everything. 

During  the  winter  season,  Mr.  Menard,  Mr.  Hutchins  and  Mr.  Hamer  looked  after  our 
skating,  which  we  had  twice  a  week  in  the  town  arena.  While  we  only  won  one  game  out 
of  nine,  we  had  a  lot  of  fun  and  learned  a  great  deal. 

Whenever  enough  skiers  could  get  together  to  fill  a  bus,  a  visit  to  one  of  the  nearby 
ski  resorts  would  be  arranged.  The  kitchen  supplied  us  with  lunches  and  we  always  had  a 
good  time. 

On  April  Fool's  Day,  we  sneaked  into  the  classrooms  and  moved  all  the  furniture 
around  so  that  the  teacher's  desk  and  piano  were  at  the  back  of  the  room,  with  all  the 
pupils'  desks  facing  them.  Except  for  the  blackboard,  therefore,  the  whole  room  was 
turned  around.  When  the  bell  went,  everyone  went  down  to  class  with  a  little  more 
spirit  than  usual.  Those  who  hadn't  seen  the  change  giggled  and  were  instantly  told  to 
keep  quiet.  Three  minutes  overtime,  Mr.  Jackman  walked  in.  To  our  astonishment  he  did 
not  say  anything  and  went  about  as  if  everything  were  all  right.  We  were  heart-fallen  at 
this  and  soon  lost  our  smiles.  He  told  us  to  clear  our  desks,  except  for  a  pen  and  our 
science  book.  We  were  to  have  an  open  book  exam.  After  the  paper  had  been  passed  out, 
he  counted  off  the  time.  "Three,  two,  one!  Turn  to  page  147  and  answer  all  the 
questions!  You  have  twenty  minutes!  "  We  frantically  turned  the  pages,  racing  against 
time.  "April  Fool!  !  !  "  It  was  a  blank  page! 

In  the  spring  term  we  divided  the  Preps  into  two  basketball  teams,  the  Jets  and  the 
Sharks.  With  so  much  activity  during  the  short  term,  we  didn't  have  much  time  for 
basketball,  but  we  did  play  a  number  of  games  and  had  a  lot  of  fun. 

After  Sports  Day,  there  is  just  one  more  big  school  event  beside  examinations:  the 
Closing  Dinner.  After  an  excellent  roast  beef  dinner,  Jim  Elder,  the  Olympic  equestrian, 
spoke  about  sports  and  Peter  Gzowski,  a  young  journalist,  talked  about  today's  problems 
of  youth.  Presentation  of  various  awards  followed  the  speeches.  Mr.  Jackman  presented 
the  Prep  athletic  colours  to  Mitch  Fasken,  Brian  Feigehen,  Terry  Fish,  Bob  Phipps,  Steve 
Pincombe,  Scott  Rowe  and  Jari  Wallach.  And  then  the  final  emotional  moment  came  for 
us  when  Mr.  David  Rogers  presented  the  Rogers  Cane  to  Scott  Rowe. 
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Meetings  For  Worship 


The  Pickering  College  community  gathers  twice  a  week  for  religious  thought  and 
meditation.  On  Wednesday  morning  we  have  a  short  service  when  the  Headmaster  reads 
the  Bible.  This  is  followed  up  by  a  period  of  silence.  On  Sunday  evening,  we  usually  have 
a  speaker  either  from  outside  the  school,  or  from  the  staff,  or  from  one  of  the  students 
elected  to  the  School  Committee.  Our  services  are  generally  held  in  the  Meeting  Room, 
but  occasionally  we  have  a  Fireside  Meeting  around  the  fireplace  in  the  Dining  Hall. 

Because  the  student  body  at  Pickering  is  made  up  of  Protestants,  Jews,  and  Roman 
Catholics,  our  services  are  of  an  interdenominational  character,  with  a  minimum  of 
dogma  and  ritual.  The  main  purpose  of  the  meetings  is  to  take  time  from  the  hurly-burly 
of  our  lives  to  pause  and  think  and  help  ourselves  develop  the  faith  or  philosophy  needed 
to  attain  our  highest  ideals.  It  is  sometimes  said  that  our  meetings  are  the  focal  point  of 
our  school  life,  serving  as  an  anchor  for  the  challenges  and  demands  that  we  all 
experience. 

The  themes  of  our  meetings  covered  a  variety  of  topics.  Our  opening  service  was 
taken  by  the  Headmaster,  who  talked  to  us  about  FAITH  AND  ACTION.  He  followed 
this  the  next  week  with  various  readings  and  a  talk  on  comparative  religions.  The  School 
Committee  then  took  a  service  of  readings,  based  mainly  on  Education  and  Religion.  Our 
New  Boy's  Reception  Service  was  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Veale  in  his  capacity  as 
President  of  the  Pickering  College  Association.  He  spoke  on  REACHING  FOR 
MATURITY.  Our  first  Fireside  Meeting  was  a  talk  by  Dr.  Escott  Reid,  Principal  of 
Glendon  College,  York  University,  who  spoke  to  us  on  CANADIAN  FOREIGN  POLICY. 
On  our  United  Nations'  Day,  our  guests  from  distant  lands  participated  in  our  service. 
The  following  Sunday  the  Headmaster  talked  to  us  about  THE  MEANING  OF  PRAYER. 
Fred  Haslam  of  the  Toronto  Meeting  of  the  Society  of  Friends  dealt  with  our  QUAKER 
HERITAGE.  The  Member  of  Parliament  for  this  riding,  York-Simcoe,  Mr.  John  Roberts, 
talked  to  us  on  POLITICS  AND  MORALITY.  At  Christmastime,  we  had  one  service  of 
carol  singing  and  another  one  on  the  Christmas  Story,  with  music  provided  by  the  Glee 
Club.  Our  first  meeting  of  the  New  Year  was  taken  by  Mr.  Veale  who  spoke  on  THE 
PROSPECTUS  FOR  THE  FUTURE.  Professor  John  Melling  of  McMaster  University 
talked  to  us  about  THE  CANADIAN  INDIAN-ALIENATED  OR  INTEGRATED?  Mr. 
McLaren  chose  as  his  theme  WHY  PICKERING?  The  School  Committee  then  took 
charge  of  a  number  of  services.  Ross  Kelly  spoke  on  RESPONSIBILITY,  Ken  Coulter  on 
RESPECT,  Peter  Allan,  the  School  Chairman,  on  the  question  ARE  WE  REALLY  WITH 
IT?,  Jeff  Dwor  on  THE  INDIVIDUAL,  Glenn  Saunders  on  THE  DANGERS  OF 
COMPLACENCY,  Brian  Worrall  on  DISCRETION,  and  Edmond  Rynard  on  HONESTY. 
Mr.W.H.  Jackman  gave  his  views  on  LIVING  AND  LEARNING  AT  PICKERING.  The 
Headmaster's  next  talk  was  NOTHING  BUT  YOUR  BEST.  Father  Roderick  Tramble  of 
the  Marylake  Retreat  Centre  chose  the  theme  A  ROMAN  CATHOLIC  PRIEST  SPEAKS 
OF  HIS  FAITH.  Mr.  Charles  Boyd  dealt  with  the  question  AM  I  MY  BROTHER'S 
KEEPER?  and  Mr.  John  Leightell  with  the  question  WHO  AM  I?  Mr.  Jim  Beer  entitled 
his  talk  AND  YET  I  REMAIN  OPTIMISTIC.  Our  closing  service  was  taken  by  the 
Headmaster  and  for  his  topic  he  chose  THE  MEETING  ROOM. 

twenty- five 


The  Meeting  Room 


An  address  given  by  the  Headmaster 
at  the  Closing  Meeting  for  Worship 


This  is  a  plain  yet  handsome  room.  Some  of  you  are  part  of  it  tonight  for  the  last 
time.  Because  I  shall  not  be  here  again  with  Pickering  people  for  some  fifteen  months,  I 
want  to  talk  to  you  tonight— particularly  to  the  graduating  class  and  to  those  who  are 
leaving-about  this  Meeting  Room.  Perhaps  you  will  remember  that  it  is  described  in  one 
of  our  prayers  as  a  quiet  and  familiar  room.  To  me,  it  is  the  most  important  part  of  our 
college,  for  it  serves  as  the  focal  point  of  our  life— a  place  where  we  think  and  dream  and 
meditate.  How  would  you  describe  it  to  someone  who  had  never  seen  it?  As  a  room  for 
worship,  it  is  certainly  not  English  Gothic  or  Baroque-  its  character  is  formed  mainly  by 
the  people  who  occupy  it,  by  what  they  do  and  think  here. 

It  is  essentially  a  Canadian  room.  Its  eight  panels  by  Franz  Johnson  of  the  Group  of 
Seven  and  the  two  by  Alvin  Jewell  of  our  own  staff  should  keep  us  close  to  the  soil  and 
down  to  earth,  for  they  reveal  the  spirit  of  the  coureur  de  bois,  the  voyageur,  of  the 
farmers  and  fishermen  and  the  men  who  opened  up  our  country.  As  descendents  of 
pioneers  then,  we  should  never  fear  hazardous  adventures,  difficult  tasks,  or  new  ideas. 

Apart  from  the  panels  and  the  stage  there  are  four  other  features  to  be  mentioned. 
On  the  side  wall  at  the  back,  the  words  of  the  Athenian  Youth  make  it  clear  that  the 
room  is  dedicated  to  ideals  and  to  fellowship.  On  the  other  side,  there  is  something  to 
remind  us  that  it  is  not  completely  our  room,  for  there  is  posted  a  list  of  Old  Boys  killed 
in  the  Second  World  War.  It  belongs  then  to  all  those  who  have  been  a  part  of  it  in  the 
past  and,  similarly,  after  you  go,  it  will  belong  to  all  those  yet  to  live,  study,  and  grow  at 
Pickering. 

And  then  on  the  back  wall  there  are  two  plaques,  placed  there  to  commemorate  two 
Pickering  students  who  died  at  eighteen  years  of  age.  The  wooden  one  is  to  Andy  Smith, 
a  student  of  limited  ability  who  achieved  very  little  in  his  studies  and  in  his  sports.  He 
was  bluntly  and  fearlessly  honest,  sometimes  to  the  embarrassment  of  his  elders,  but  what 
we  remember  best  of  him  was  his  desire  to  do  whatever  he  could  to  help  others,  to  go  the 
second  mile.  You  know  how  people  of  that  character  are  greatly  needed.  His  plaque, 
therefore,  is  in  recognition  of  our  belief  in  service  to  others: 


How  happy  is  he  born  and  taught 
That  serveth  not  another's  will 
Whose  armour  is  his  honest  thought 
And  simple  truth  his  finest  skill. 
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The  other  plaque  is  dedicated  to  one  of  the  most  brilliant  minds  we  have  known  here 
at  Pickering,  Bayne  Cummer.  Bayne  was  a  thinker,  a  philosopher,  and  sometimes  you  see 
his  writings  in  our  Service  forms.  He  died  during  the  summer  following  his  Grade  13 
examinations.  A  week  later  the  Upper  School  results  were  published  and  we  learned  that 
he  had  won  seven  university  scholarships.  There  are  two  things  in  particular  that  I 
remember  about  Bayne.  One  was  his  determination,  the  dogged  spirit  he  applied  to 
everything  he  attempted.  Although  not  naturally  an  athlete,  he  spent  long  hours  kicking  a 
soccer  ball  up  and  down  the  front  campus  during  his  first  autumn  here.  In  his  next  year 
he  made  the  senior  football  team.  The  second  was  his  deep  faith  or  belief  in  the  ideas  for 
which  the  school  stands.  He  believed  that  all  would  be  well  for  mankind  if  only  man 
would  bring  these  ideas  actively  into  his  life.  His  plaque,  dedicated  to  the  spirit  of  giving 
your  best  and  never  giving  up,  shows  his  optimism  in  his  own  words: 


Let  the  gloomy  caves  re-echo. 
"All  is  well,"  as  with  firm  step 
We  go  forward  through  the  unknown. 


This  Meeting  Room  has  much  to  say  to  us.  What  is  your  own  relationship  to  it?  I 
suppose  you  remember  the  first  September  night  you  sat  here  and  then  New  Boys'  night, 
drama  and  Glee  club  productions,  dances  and  student  meetings.  It  has  many  aspects, 
hasn't  it?  And  then  Wednesday  after  Wednesday,  Sunday  after  Sunday,  sometimes 
wondering  why,  you  have  come  here  to  meetings  the  significance  of  which  underlies 
everything  else  you  and  I  do  during  the  rest  of  the  week:  everything,  I  repeat,  whether  it 
be  athletics,  your  studies,  your  life  on  the  corridors,  or  in  all  your  relations  with  others, 
your  friends,  your  family,  masters,  students,  and  strangers. 

Here  are  enunciated  the  things  that  Pickering  men  believe  in  and  cherish.  Whether 
you  are  Roman  Catholic,  Jew,  Agnostic,  or  Protestant,  I  hope  that  you  will  take  away 
with  you  from  this  room  something  of  the  Quaker  feeling  for  life,  the  Quaker  emphasis 
on  our  need  for  meditation,  for  thought,  for  prayer— call  it  what  you  will.  And,  in  your 
meditations,  I  hope  there  will  arise  what  the  Quakers  call  concerns-  a  concern  for  others, 
a  concern  for  what  YOU  should  do— and,  in  Quaker  fashion,  I  hope  that  concern  will  be 
followed  by  action. 

In  this  room  you  have  heard  much  about  the  "ideals  and  sacred  things  of  this  city" 
from  masters,  student  leaders,  Friends,  guest  speakers,  and  from  many  readings.  You  will 
forget,  or  have  forgotten  the  specific  talks,  but  what  will  be  left  will  be  an  attitude,  for 
education  should  be  the  creation  of  attitudes.  All  the  talks  that  you  have  heard  here  have 
one  thing  in  common,  a  love  of  life.  Certain  loves,  therefore,  I  hope  you  have  developed. 
First,  there  is  a  love  of  learning,  a  realization  that  learning  is  not  all  drudgery,  but  the 
pursuit  of  self-knowledge  through  making  efforts  under  criticism.  Next  there  is  love  of 
your  neighbour,  as  told  in  the  parable  of  the  Good  Samaritan  and  in  the  Great 
Commandment,  "Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart  and  with  all  thy 
soul  and  with  all  thy  strength  and  with  all  thy  mind,  and  thy  neighbour  as  thyself."  Then 
there  is  a  love  of  freedom,  an  understanding  that  it  exists  only  under  law,  as  described  in 
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Psalm  119,  "So  shall  I  observe  Thy  law  continually,  forever  and  ever,  and  I  will  walk  at 
liberty."  Finally,  a  love  of  effort,  "Why  even  Death  stands  still  and  waits  an  hour  on  such 
a  will." 

On  leaving  Pickering,  do  not  fear  to  be  committed  to  these  things  we  cherish.  They 
will  come  to  mean  more  and  more  to  you  as  you  find  them  tested  in  the  daily  challenges 
of  your  life  ahead.  And,  at  those  times  of  trial,  I  hope  you  will  think  back  on  your  days 
at  Pickering  and  on  this  Meeting  Room.  I  want  to  close  by  reading  once  again  the  Promise 
of  the  Athenian  Youth-an  ideal  that  has  meant  so  much  to  Pickering  people  in  the  past: 

We  will  never  bring  disgrace  to  this,  our  City,  by  any  act  of  dishonesty 
or  cowardice,  nor  ever  desert  our  suffering  comrades  in  the  ranks.  We  will 
fight  for  the  ideals  and  sacred  things  of  the  City,  both  alone  and  with 
many;  we  will  revere  and  obey  the  City's  laws  and  do  our  best  to  incite  a 
like  respect  and  reverence  in  those  above  us  who  are  prone  to  annul  or  set 
them  at  naught;  we  will  strive  unceasingly  to  quicken  the  public's  sense  of 
civic  duty. 

Thus  in  all  these  ways,  we  will  transmit  this  City  not  only  not  less,  but 
greater,  better  and  more  beautiful  than  it  was  transmitted  to  us. 

May  you  continue  to  cherish  these  things  and  so  too  may  this  school  whose  stamp 
you  bear! 

H.M.Beer 


Discretion 


Discretion  is  the  ability  to  choose  between  what  is  desirable  and  undesirable.  It  is 
essential  to  a  person  who  plans  to  have  any  kind  of  success  in  his  life.  It  is  also  the  ability 
to  choose  between  the  good  and  the  bad,  the  wise  and  the  foolish,  between  what  is 
morally  right  and  what  is  merely  expedient.  One  must  have  more  than  just  good 
intention,  one  must  possess  the  faculty  of  doing  the  correct  thing  at  the  correct  time. 

However,  very  few  of  us  are  born  with  this  faculty.  It  is  something  that  must  be 
developed  by  such  things  as  reading,  and  by  listening  willingly  and  open-mindedly  to  both 
society's  elders  and  to  our  peers.  To  form  a  personal  moral  code  that  we  can  be  proud  of, 
we  must  observe  sympathetically  the  mistakes  of  our  fellow  men  and  resolve  to  do  better. 
We  must  have  a  firm  idea  of  what  is  right  and  faithfully  abide  by  it.  We  should  be  able  to 
make  instantaneous  decisions,  correctly.  This  is  discretion— the  power  to  decide  wisely, 
without  prejudice,  and  in  an  understanding  way. 
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In  order  to  obtain  any  measure  of  self-respect,  we  need  confidence  in  ourselves.  Our 
ability  to  separate  right  from  wrong  will  give  us  this  self-confidence.  It  will  also  give  us 
the  confidence  to  feel  that  our  actions  are  justifiable  and  fair.  Thus,  we  can  see  the  need 
for  discretion. 

Discretion  is  the  key  to  our  life.  It  is  the  tool  which  we  should  use  to  form  and  plan 
our  future.  With  it  we  can  clearly  see  what  course  we  should  take.  Discretion  allows  us  to 
see  both  the  good  and  the  bad.  It  is  up  to  us  to  choose  which  path  we  intend  to  follow. 
With  discretion,  however,  we  will  see  how  foolish  and  destructive  the  bad  course  is. 

It  is  discretion  that  distinguishes  a  man  from  an  utterly  confused  animal,  living  solely 
by  instinct.  In  the  final  analysis,  discretion  allows  us  to  lead  rational  and  fulfilling  lives. 

Brian  Worrall 


Who  Am  I? 


"I  don't  know  who  I  am",  he  had  said.  "Now  I  was  none  too  sure  who  I  was.  What  is 
a  name  after  all?  What  is  it  to  be  the  son  of  known  parents?  They  seldom  know  you  or 
you  them.  All  of  us  is  everyman  and  this  is  intolerable  unless  each  of  us  can  also  be  I". 

We  all  face  this  problem  sometime  in  our  lives  and  I  think  many  of  you  are  beginning 
to  face  it  now.  You  feel  misunderstood  by  your  parents  and  elders  and,  in  turn,  you  find 
it  difficult  to  understand  them.  But,  to  be  honest,  very  few  of  us  fully  understand 
ourselves  either,  and  that  is  really  where  we  should  begin. 

So  many  of  you  are  discontented  with  the  world  as  it  is  and,  what  is  more  important, 
many  of  you  feel  discontented  with  yourselves.  You  feel  school  is  a  drag  and  yet  those  of 
you  who  have  tried  working  have  found  no  more  contentment  there.  You  are  all  search- 
ing for  something:  it  can  be  felt  in  your  music  and  in  the  appeal  of  psychedelic  posters 
and  lights.  But,  so  often  these  too  offer  no  lasting  contentment.  It  is  important  to  search 
for  this  elusive  answer,  but  it  is  also  dangerous  when  your  search  has  no  direction,  no 
guide  lines,  or  ground  rules.  A  philosophy  that  permits  any  kind  of  emotional  experiment 
can  be  most  disruptive.  We  are  rational  as  well  as  emotional  beings  and  it  is  an  incomplete 
doctrine  that  seeks  only  to  satisfy  the  emotions,  just  as  any  doctrine  is  incomplete  that 
satisfies  only  the  rational  mind  and  forgets  that  we  are  emotional  beings  too. 

twenty-nine 


I  cannot  give  you  the  answer  to  what  you  are  seeking.  Only  you  can  do  that.  But,  I 
hope  I  can  give  you  some  idea  of  the  direction  to  take. 

The  answer  lies  in  ourselves  rather  than  in  externals.  We  have  many  complex  feelings 
because  we  are  very  complex  beings,  but,  within  each  of  us,  there  lie  deep  convictions, 
convictions  that  satisfy  our  rational  as  well  as  our  emotional  natures. 

There  are  those  who  would  deny  this.  These  people  say  that  everything  we  do  is  a 
result  of  the  conditioning  of  our  environment.  I  cannot  believe  this.  I  think  we  are  shaped 
to  some  extent  by  our  environment,  but,  deep  within  ourselves,  we  form  our  own  ideals 
which  our  environment  cannot  fundamentally  alter.  I  believe  that  we  need  to  crystallize 
these  ideals  and  sort  them  out  from  the  clutter  of  ideas  we  have  picked  up  along  the  way. 
This  is  not  any  easy  thing  to  do  but,  if  we  are  to  find  any  answers  to  our  identity,  then 
we  must  begin  to  do  this. 

Look  at  the  people  you  respect  and  admire.  When  I  think  of  the  people  I  admire,  two 
facts  stand  out.  Firstly,  their  convictions  are  similar  to  mine  and,  secondly,  they  are 
people  who  abide  by  these  convictions.  Their  ideals  are  not  intellectual,  but  rather  a  set 
of  beliefs  to  which  they  have  committed  their  lives. 

This  is  the  next  step:  having  discovered  your  own  deep  beliefs,  they  are  useless  unless 
you  live  by  them.  If  you  believe  in  honesty,  you  must  be  honest  in  all  your  dealings,  both 
large  and  small.  It  is  useless  believing  in  honesty  if,  at  the  same  time,  we  cheat  on  our 
income  tax  returns.  All  we  are  doing  is  cheating  ourselves  and  it  is  vital  that  we  be  true  to 
ourselves.  We  see  too  many  people  who  have  created  a  double  standard-maybe  they're 
honest  to  a  certain  degree,  but  they  wouldn't  hesitate  to  tell  a  little  lie  to  an  insurance 
company  in  order  to  make  a  claim. 

In  order  to  use  our  lives  fully,  we  need  to  discover  ourselves  and  by  that  I  mean  those 
deep  beliefs  which  should  be  a  very  part  of  us.  But,  I  would  also  add  a  warning:  I  don't 
believe  we  can  truly  discover  ourselves  by  dropping  out  of  society  in  order  to  con- 
template our  inner  being.  There  are  certain  times  when  we  need  to  be  alone  to  con- 
template, but  this  is  only  worthwhile  if  it  results  in  action.  We  learn  far  more  about 
ourselves  by  our  interactions  with  other  people,  by  activity  rather  than  passivity. 

I  believe  our  purpose  in  life  is  to  live  out  our  deepest  beliefs  in  absolute  honesty  to 
ourselves.  But,  more  than  this,  when  we  find  our  own  deepest  motives,  we  touch  on 
something  far  greater.  We  begin  to  feel  something  of  a  universal  purpose  at  work  within 
ourselves. 

Thus,  he  who  can  freely  answer  the  question  "Who  Am  I?  "will  find  himself  not 
alone,  but  part  of  a  universal  purpose  which  can  bring  the  certainty  and  assurance  that 
most  of  us  seek. 

Mr.  John  Leightell 
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Respect 


Every  institution  is  based  upon  certain  moral  characteristics.  Here  at  Pickering,  they 
include  loyalty,  honour,  sportsmanship,  and  many  others.  But  the  most  basic  and  essen- 
tial characteristic,  respect,  is  missing  too  often. 

The  most  fundamental  type  of  respect  is  self-respect.  If  you  cannot  respect  yourself, 
you  cannot  respect  anyone  or  anything  else.  In  order  to  respect  yourself,  you  must  know 
yourself-your  ideas,  your  mannerisms,  your  personality,  and  other  things  which  concern 
yourself.  A  clean  and  tidy  room  or  clean  and  neat  clothes  are  different  examples  of 
self-respect.  Another  example  is  giving  an  honest  effort,  whether  it  be  in  a  game  or  in  the 
classroom,  or  in  giving  someone  else  an  opinion  or  some  advice.  Here  at  Pickering, 
self-respect  and  an  honest  effort  are  highly  important.  This  can  be  illustrated  by  the 
person  who,  instead  of  cursing  the  rules  of  the  school  or  its  teachers,  just  turns  to  himself 
and  says,  "I'll  try  harder  to  adapt  to  Pickering's  rules  and  regulations." 

Another  opportunity  for  improvement  at  Pickering  is  respect  for  the  property  of 
others.  When  you  leave  your  room,  can  you  be  sure  that,  when  you  return,  nothing  has 
been  removed?  I  cannot  and,  unfortunately,  nor  can  you,  unless  all  your  belongings  are 
locked  away  securely  in  your  locker.  A  person  may  or  may  not  mean  harm  when  he 
removes  an  article  from  another  person's  room.  If  he  has  not  asked  the  owner  for 
permission,  however,  he  is  certainly  in  the  wrong.  And  when  you  borrow  something,  is  it 
always  returned  in  the  same  condition?  If  not,  have  you  ever  offered  to  have  it  repaired 
or  replaced?  I  cannot  answer  these  questions  for  you,  only  you  can.  I  only  hope  that  you 
can  reply  affirmatively. 

If  you  have  self-respect,  do  you  have  respect  for  those  with  whom  you  live,  the 
fellow  next-door  or  the  master  of  that  poor  subject  of  yours?  Older  persons  are  more 
experienced  in  life  and  have  been  through  what  each  one  of  us  is  going  through  at  this 
time  in  our  lives.  Their  ideas,  advice,  and  counselling  should  be  respected,  whether  you 
agree  or  disagree  with  them.  Here  at  Pickering  College,  the  people  around  you  are  trying 
to  help.  If  you  do  not  believe  this,  then  explain  to  yourself  the  purpose  of  weekly 
gradings  or  the  academic  coaching  every  Thursday  afternoon.  Respect  is  mutual.  Others 
respect  you  for  your  honest  effort  and  attitude.  Do  you  not  think  that  you  owe  them 
your  respect  and  thanks  for  their  efforts? 

Respect  is  required  and  given  for  many  different  reasons:  the  few  I  have  mentioned 
are  of  paramount  importance  at  our  school.  In  closing,  I  would  like  to  leave  you  with  this 
quotation, 

"He  that  respects  not  is  not  respected." 

Ken  Coulter 
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"And  Yet  I  Remain  Optimistic' 


As  members  of  the  school  committee  can  tell  you,  putting  your  ideas  down  on  paper 
and  giving  a  talk  about  them  is  not  an  easy  task.  However,  I  should  like  to  make  some 
comments  on  our  life  here  at  Pickering. 

Let  us  first  look  at  pessimism  and  the  part  it  plays  in  our  lives.  I  would  define 
pessimism  as  a  condition  that  reacts  negatively  to  one's  environment.  Unfortunately,  this 
attitude  can  be  seen  quite  often  here.  It  can  be  seen  on  the  corridors,  on  the  playing 
fields,  in  the  classroom  and  even  in  student  assemblies.  How  can  we  improve  this 
situation?  If  we  look  at  the  last  reading  taken  from  Albert  Schweitzer's  autobiography, 
we  see  a  man  who,  despite  the  human  suffering  which  faced  him  day  after  day,  remained 
optimistic.  He  could  not  afford  to  be  pessimistic,  if  he  wished  to  survive.  Now,  we  are  not 
all  Albert  Schweitzers,  but  surely  we  can  learn  from  his  spirit.  Just  think  of  how  many 
times  a  day  we  complain  about  something.  This  is  dangerous,  because  pessimism  can 
easily  become  a  habit,  a  way  of  life.  I  would  caution  those  among  us  who  complain  about 
little  things  to  review  the  situation,  for,  after  they  leave  Pickering,  they  will  simply 
redirect  their  complaints  toward  aspects  of  their  new  environment. 

On  the  other  hand,  we  can  be  optimistic.  The  choice  is  up  to  us.  It  is  certainly  not 
impossible,  for  there  have  been  positive  contributions  made  here  this  year.  Think  of  the 
drama  club,  Oliver,  the  Senior  Basketball  team,  and,  most  important,  the  countless  steps 
forward  so  many  of  you  have  made  in  knowing  yourself  better  and  in  learning  to  live  with 
others.  We  should  remember  that  many  of  the  things  we  complain  about  are  petty,  that 
our  life  here  is  much  easier  than  the  lives  of  most  people  throughout  the  world.  "I  felt 
sorry  for  myself  because  I  had  no  shoes  and  then  I  met  a  man  who  had  no  feet".  We 
should  not  forget  the  significance  of  this  telling  quotation.  It  is  indeed  hard  and  certainly 
not  pleasant  to  live  with  someone  who  complains  all  the  time.  In  The  Prophet,  Kahlil 
Gibran  has  much  to  say  about  our  relations  with  our  fellow  men.  Do  you  let  your  best  be 
for  your  friend?  Do  you  seek  him  with  hours  to  kill  or  with  hours  to  live?  Do  you 
borrow  from  your  friends  but  never  lend  to  them?  Do  you  spread  rumours  about  a  friend 
to  gain  the  favour  of  another?  Do  not  make  a  mockery  of  your  friendship  for  he  who 
does  will  end  up  friendless. 

During  our  years  of  formal  education,  we  are  given  the  feeling  that  we  are  being 
prepared  for  life.  However,  life  is  not  something  which  begins  upon  receiving  your  B.A.  or 
upon  graduating  from  Grade  12  or  13,  or  upon  leaving  Pickering  College.  Life  is  right 
now.  "Look  to  this  day.  For  it  is  Life,  the  very  life  of  Life".  It  is  good  to  dream  about 
the  greenness  of  a  distant  hill,  about  a  better  life  in  a  different  place.  We  must  learn  to 
live,  however,  with  the  mud  and  the  problems  of  our  present  situation  and,  at  the  same 
time,  to  keep  looking  for  the  green  and  the  good  around  us. 

In  conclusion,  I  shall  simply  say:  do  not  fear  optimism.  Do  not  be  afraid  to  look  on 
the  bright  side  and,  what  is  more  important,  do  not  be  afraid  to  create  the  bright  side! 

Mr.  Jim  Beer 
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Senior  Football 
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SENIOR  FOOTBALL 

Sitting:       Joe  Harwood,  Dave  Minshall,  Barry  Phillips,  Peter  Upton,  Ross  Kelly,  Jim  Jamieson,  Brian 

Pyett,  Bob  Hogarth,  Craig  Corcoran,  Bob  Milne,  Bruce  Lane. 
Standing:  Steven    Younker,  David  Hutchins,  Asst.  Coach,  Bob  Dixon,  Walter  Powell,  Dennis  Dellios, 

Peter  Allan,  Brian  Worrall,  Bob  Hayes,  Jim  Brown,  Phil  McMichael,  David  Metcalf,  Brian 

Labbett,  Ed  Rynard,  Mr.  Beer,  Mr.  Menard,  Coach. 

From  the  beginning,  this  year's  team  had  a  desire  to  win.  This  spirit  contributed  to  a 
successful  season  in  which  we  learned  a  lot  about  the  game,  especially  how  important  it 
was  to  play  together  as  a  team.  The  weight,  speed  and  power  of  our  halfbacks  were  the 
team's  greatest  assets.  Also  we  had  an  import  quarterback  from  the  States,  good  ends  and 
flankers.  There  was  really  no  reason  why  we  could  not  have  gone  undefeated. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  season  Rob  Small  and  Jim  Jamieson  were  elected  captains. 
Unfortunately,  Rob  left  Pickering  College  after  only  two  weeks  of  term,  so  a  co-captain 
was  elected  every  game. 

By  the  middle  of  the  season,  we  had  four  victories  to  our  credit  in  four  games. 
Among  these  was  a  memorable  game  against  Appleby,  in  which  everything  just  seemed  to 
click.  We  lost  our  next  two  games,  however,  but  were  literally  only  inches  from  beating 
Ridley.  On  the  last  play  of  the  game,  Peter  Allan  was  stopped  six  inches  from  the  line! 

Even  though  we  lost  a  couple  of  games,  we  were  proud  of  ourselves  at  the  end  of  the 
season.  We  have  lost  a  few  important  players  in  the  graduating  class  who  are  going  on  to 
fame  at  University,  but  we  are  still  optimistic  about  bringing  the  trophy  back  to  Pickering 
College  next  year. 

Our  thanks  to  a  great  coach,  Mr.  Menard,  and  good  luck  to  next  year's  team. 

Phil  McMichael      Peter  Allan      Jim  Jamieson 


thirty- four 


Intermediate  Football 


INTERMEDIATE  FOOTBALL 

Sitting:      Wally  Ducharme,  Mike  Prowse,   Randy  Skinulis,  Jamie  Lethbridge,  Richard  Zakoor,  Rod 

Knight,  Peter  Quarrier,  Terry  Tombs,  Fred  Stonehouse,  Jody  Pepper,  David  Picket,  Stephen 

Reindorf,  Stuart  Scott,  Gary  Levine,  Bill  Taskey. 
Standing:  Bruce  Hamer,  Asst.  Coach,  Nixon  Apple,  Jim  Kirkpatrick,  Peter  Vasoff,  Dave  Colquhoun, 

Bob    Daprato,    Edward   Martin,    Tom  Shipley,   Mr.   Pollock,    Coach,   Bruce  Powell,    Tony 

Donaldson,    Phil    Allan,    Tom    Lanier,   John    Caton,    Dave   Sheldon,    Eraser  Smith,    Tim 

Waterous,  Chris  Jarvis,  Ron  Veitch,  Asst.  Coach. 

Although  our  record  of  two  wins  against  four  losses  might  not  appear  that  spec- 
tacular, I  feel  that  the  Intermediate  Football  team  proudly  represented  the  Blue  and 
Silver.  It  was  certain  that  our  strongest  opponents  respected  us  for  our  willingness  to  play 
hard,  no  matter  what  the  score  or  odds  against  us.  Above  all,  we  played  the  game  to  win, 
but  to  win  fairly  and  have  fun.  In  this  way  it  was  a  most  enjoyable  season. 

Our  most  exciting  game  occurred  at  Appleby,  where  both  our  offence  and  defence 
sparkled  in  a  closely  fought  victory. 

Plagued  by  misfortune  and  injuries,  we  met  Uxbridge  for  the  championship.  Our 
philosophy  had  always  been  "May  the  best  team  win"  and,  most  certainly,  it  did. 

On  behalf  of  the  team.  I  would  like  to  thank  our  coaches,  Mr.  Pollock,  Ron  Veitch, 
and  Bruce  Hamer. 
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Senior  Soccer 


SENIOR  SOCCER 

Front  Row:     Ed  Wong,    Rod  Hogg,   Jimmy  Jim,    Ken   Coulter,  Frank  Anderson,  Jeff  Dwor,   Wally 

Ducharme. 
Second  Row:  Juan   Handal,   Manager,  Jim   Wheler,   Bruce  Cadman,  John  Shemilt,  Scott  Lane,  Rene 

Watson,  Mike  Hanley,  Mr.  Leightell,  Coach. 

This  was  a  moderately  successful  season  for  the  Senior  Soccer  squad.  While  our  lack 
of  soccer  artistry  and  experience  sometimes  led  to  defeat,  both  in  tournaments  and 
inter-school  games,  our  spirit  and  determination  played  a  great  part  in  those  games  that 
we  won. 

This  was  a  young  team  so,  provided  that  several  of  its  members  return,  next  year's 
club  should  meet  with  a  good  deal  of  success,  for  most  of  us,  I  felt,  found  this  an 
instructive  season.  We  picked  up  many  of  the  game's  fundamental  skills  from  our  patient 
and  understanding  coach,  Mr.  Leightell. 

We  wish  him  and  the  club  all  the  best  for  next  year. 


Jeff  Dwor 


Second  Soccer 


Although  the  Second  Soccer  team  was  not  overly  successful,  as  far  as  winning  games 
was  concerned,  every  player  seemed  to  enjoy  himself.  Also,  under  the  skilful  direction  of 
our  coach,  Mr.  Charles  Boyd,  most  of  us  were  convinced  that  we  had  learnt  quite  a  lot 
about  the  game  over  the  season.  The  knowledge  and  skill  that  we  accumulated  were  put 
into  positive  use  in  our  two  victories!  And,  even  in  our  defeats,  we  generally  offered  a 
serious  challenge  to  the  opposition. 

Let  us  hope  that  next  year's  team  meets  with  more  success  and  has  just  as  much  fun. 

Roderick  Hogg 
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Junior  Soccer 


JUNIOR  SOCCER 

Sitting:      Brad  Johnstone,  Chris  Papasake,  Norman  Beat,  Nathan  Potechin,  Stephen  McCartney,  Jim 

Percival,  George  Houston,  Frank  Lee,  Mike  Pelangio. 
Standing:  Monty  Bourke,     Asst.  Coach,    Glenn  Brunskill,   Paul  Murton,  Don  Macintosh,  Dave  Deskin, 

Don  Fowler,  David  Chung,  Ganesh  Chung,  Mr.  Collins,  Coach. 


At  the  beginniiig  of  this  season,  about  twelve  players  turned  out  for  Junior  Soccer.  It 
could  be  seen  that  Mr.  Collins  and  Monty  Bourke  would  have  a  very  hard  time  moulding  a 
decent  soccer  team.  Although  we  lost  the  first  couple  of  games  we  played,  our  coach  said 
it  was  just  because  it  was  the  beginning  of  the  season. 

After  playing  St.  Andrews  twice  and  losing  twice,  we  went  on  to  play  Upper  Canada 
College.  Everything  seemed  to  be  going  right  this  time,  for  we  were  finally  playing  as  a 
team.  We  won  2-0  against  an  undefeated  team.  Even  Mr.  Collins  was  happy!  Our  next 
game  was  spirited,  but  again  we  had  hard  luck  and  lost. 

The  big  blow  came  when  half  our  team  was  cut  because  of  the  G.B.S.S.A.  age  limit. 
We  only  had  (a)  ten  players  and  (b)  one  team  to  beat  to  win  the  championship.  Two 
weeks  before  the  game,  our  eleventh  player  enrolled.  We  lost,  but,  on  the  whole,  the  team 
enjoyed  the  season,  especially  with  Mr.  Collins  and  Mr.  Bourke  as  coaches. 

Jim  Percival-Captain 
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PREP  A.  SOCCER 

Front  Row:     Bob  Phipps,  Kirk  Cooley,  Jim  Moses,  Scott  Rowe,  Terry  Fish. 

Second  Row:  Mr.  Jackman,  Brian  Fiegehen,  Mark  Rubenstein,  Ed  Saliwonczyk,  Steve  Pincombe,  Jim 
Poulos,     Jim     McMullen,     David    Inch,    Bruce    Lepovsky,     Mr.    Jim    Beer,     Coach. 


PREP  B.  SOCCER: 

Front  Row:     Mitch  Fasken,  Joel  Spillette,  Jari  Wallach,  Mark  Petticrew,  Jon  Diamond. 

Second  Row:  Mr.  Jackman,  Duncan  Walker,  Asst.  Coach,  Jim  Phipps,  John  Penturn,  Edward  Simons, 

Toby  Bell,   Richard  Saliwonczyk,    Tony  Rocket,  Allan  Rosen,  John  Hammond,   Doug 

Miller,  Mr.  Mucy,  Coach. 
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Junior  Basketball 


JUNIOR  BASKETBALL 

Front  Row:     Larry   Raymond,    Don  Macintosh,  Mike  Pelangio,   Charles  Henderson,  Alex    Jongsma, 

Peter  Perlaky,  John  Smythe. 
Second  Row:  Ken  Coulter,  Asst  Coach,   Tom  Lanier,  Asst  Coach,  Edward  Martin,  David  Poyntz,  Mr. 

Tower,  Coach. 

There  were  approximately  fifteen  members  in  this  year's  junior  basketball  team, 
under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Tower.  We  managed  to  play  quite  a  number  of  games  in  a 
season  that  seemed  to  be  rather  short.  Our  record  was  most  respectable,  an  even  fifty  per 
cent. 

We  should  all  be  grateful  to  our  coach,  Mr.  Tower,  for  helping  us  through  the  season. 


John  Smythe 


Golf 


This  was  the  first  time  that  we  have  ever  had  a  golf  team  at  Pickering  College.  It 
consisted  of  Ken  Coulter,  Frank  Anderson,  Nixon  Apple,  and  Charles  Grainger.  Thanks  to 
Mr.  Menard  and  Frank  Anderson,  we  had  a  practice  round  at  Aurora  Highlands  a  week 
before  the  tournament. 

The  next  week  we  went  to  Huntsville  to  play  in  the  Georgian  Bay  tournament.  We 
did  not  play  very  well,  but  enjoyed  ourselves.  We  would  like  to  thank  Mr.  Boyd  for  the 
use  of  his  car  and  Mr.  Leightell  for  taking  us  to  Huntsville. 

Ken  Coulter 


thirty-nine 


SENIOR  BASKETBALL  TEAM 

Sitting:       Tom  Lanier,  Jeff  Dwor,  Ken  Coulter,  Peter  Allan,  Chuck  Barton,  Peter  Vasoff. 

Standing:  Dan   Benedict,    Mr.    Jones,    Dennis  Dellios,   Brian   Worrall,   Bob   Hayes,  Jim 
Brown,  Ron  Veitch,  Coach,  Mr.  Beer. 


SECOND  BASKETBALL 

Sitting:       Gary  Levine,  Jamie  Lethbridge,  David  Axford,   Richard  Smith,  Rob  Bain,  Frank  Anderson. 

Standing:  Mr.  Mucy,  Coach,  Tony  Donaldson,  Phil  Allan,  Joe  Harwood,  Peter  Allan,  Asst  Coach. 
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Senior  Basketball 


Much  of  this  team's  strength  was  supplied  by  returning  members  of  last  year's  Senior 
Basketball  squad,  notably  Peter  Allan,  Ken  Coulter,  Tom  Lanier,  and  Jim  Brown.  Four 
other  members  were  recruited  from  this  year's  new  boys,  Dennis  Dellios,  Jeff  Dwor,  Bob 
Hayes,  and  Jim  Jamieson.  Unfortunately  we  lost  Jamieson  half  way  through  the  season. 
Chuck  Barton  and  Peter  Vasoff  added  extra  experience  and  effectiveness  which  they  had 
picked  up  last  year,  while  playing  on  the  second  team. 

The  team's  record  this  year  was  nine  wins  against  four  losses.  Owing  to  a  tight 
defence  and  a  high  scoring  offence,  the  team  carried  the  blue  and  silver  into  the 
Georgian  Bay  finals  in  Stayner. 

Our  first  game  in  this  weekend  tournament  against  Uxbridge  was  very  close  until  the 
fourth  quarter.  After  two  of  our  starters  had  fouled  out,  Ken  Coulter  had  to  take  over  the 
back  court.  He  did  this  so  effectively  that  he  still  had  time  to  help  us  build  up  a  lead.  So, 
even  though  two  of  our  men  were  out,  we  managed  to  beat  Uxbridge  44  to  33,  thus 
advancing  into  the  finals.  Ken  Coulter,  we  found,  was  the  highest  scorer  of  the  game  with 
18  points. 

In  the  second  game  we  played  Stayner,  but,  owing  to  our  fatigue  and  Stayner's 
exceedingly  powerful  offence,  we  were  beaten  61  to  53.  The  team's  spirit  never  dwindled, 
however,  even  though  we  got  into  "foul  trouble"  again  and  had  to  play  the  last  five 
minutes  with  only  four  players.  At  this  stage  in  the  match,  Jeff  Dwor  came  off  the 
bench  and  did  an  excellent  job  of  helping  to  contain  the  eager  Stayner  team.  By  the  way, 
this  was  the  third  straight  year  that  Stayner  had  won  the  championship. 

According  to  many  critics,  this  was  the  best  basketball  team  that  Pickering  College 
has  produced  in  many  years. 

Much  of  the  credit  for  our  successes  must  go  to  our  rookie  coach,  Ron  Veitch.  He 
kept  us  working  hard  and  effeciently  all  season.  Unfortunately  for  the  school,  Ron  left 
this  year.  He  will  undoubtedly  be  missed. 

I  would  like  to  wish  next  year's  team  all  the  very  best. 

Peter  Allan 


Second  Basketball 


Although  this  was  not  a  particularly  successful  year,  we  never  lacked  effort  and 
enthusiasm.  In  fact,  this  positive  attitude  replaced  our  lack  of  basic  skill  and  led  to  the 
highlight  of  the  season,  our  come-from-behind  victory  against  Appleby  College  in  the  last 
game.  Nixon  Apple,  Frank  Anderson  and  Rob  Bain  played  very  effectively  for  us  that 
day,  as  they  did  all  season.  The  team  also  received  a  great  deal  of  strength  and  confidence 
from  Joe  Harwood,  Gary  Levine  and  Jay  Lethbridge. 

Our  coaches,  Mr.  Mucy  and  Peter  Allan,  deserve  much  thanks  for  all  the  work  they 
did  on  our  behalf. 

Dan  Cohen 
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Senior  Hockey 


SENIOR  HOCKEY  TEAM 

Sitting:       Richard  Zakoor,  Dave  Colquhoun,  Ross  Kelly,  Phil  McMichael,  John  Caton,  Craig  Corcoran, 

John  Shemilt,  Mike  Hanley. 
Standing:  Mr.    Beer,   Peter  Spillette,    Ed  Rynard,    Brian   Labbett,    Bob  Hogarth,   Bruce  Powell,  Mr. 

Pollock,  Coach. 


There  were  many  young  rookies  from  the  lower  grades  on  the  Senior  Hockey  team 
this  year  and  this  lack  of  experience  was  duly  indicated  in  our  won-lost  record  (3-10-2). 
We  were  also  handicapped  by  the  loss  of  Bruce  Powell  early  in  the  season.  Despite  these 
setbacks,  however,  the  team  showed  a  great  deal  of  improvement  as  the  season 
progressed.  We  finished  very  strongly  with  a  victory  against  Appleby  and  a  tie  against  the 
Old  Boys,  who  managed  to  hang  on  during  the  latter  stages  of  the  third  period.  Thus,  we 
look  forward  to  a  well-balanced  and  effective  team  for  next  year. 

This  season  was  highlighted  by  the  dramatic  goaltending  of  Ed  Rynard,  the  vigorous 
consistency  of  the  Kelly,  McMichael,  Colquhoun  line  and  the  solid  and  efficient  coaching 
of  Mr.  Pollock. 

We  wish  Mr  Pollock  and  next  year's  team  much  success. 

Phil  McMichael 
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Intermediate  Hockey  Team 


INTERMEDIATE  HOCKEY 

Sitting:       Terry  Tombs,  Peter  Quarrier,  Jody  Pepper,  Dave  Picket,  Guy  McLaughlin. 

Standing:  Chris  Jarvis,  Stuart  Scott,  Ian  Rose,  Bob  Milne,  Simon  Eraser,  Mr.  McLaren,  Coach. 


A  lack  of  ice-time  hindered  Mr.  McLaren  from  producing  another  championship  team 
this  year.  Nevertheless,  there  was  plenty  of  spirit  and  determination,  even  while  battling 
in  a  losing  cause.  The  highlights  of  the  season  turned  out  to  be  a  close  game  at  Grove  and 
a  tie  in  the  return  game. 

In  general,  the  team  enjoyed  the  season  and  felt  satisfied  with  its  performance.  And, 
due  to  our  coach's  patience  and  instruction,  we  look  forward  to  a  much  improved  team 
next  year. 

Our  thanks  goes  out,  of  course,  to  Mr.  McLaren  for  the  time  that  he  devoted  to  our 
practices. 

Stuart  Scott 
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Junior  Hockey 


JUNIOR  HOCKEY  TEAM 

Sitting:       John  Casserly,  Philip  Barg,  Leonard  Connelly,  Glenn  Brunskill,  Jim  Percival,  John  Barrett 
Standing:  Doug  McKenzie,   Randy  Skinulis,  Kirk  Gillespie,  Bob  Daprato,    Jim  Kirkpatrick,  Mr.  Jim 
Beer,  Coach. 


During  the  first  practice,  one  could  see  that  the  Junior  hockey  team  had  the  spirit 
and  burning  desire  to  become  champions.  There  were  a  few  problems,  however.  One  was  a 
lack  of  experience  and  Mr.  Jim  Beer  and  Bruce  Hamer,  our  two  coaches,  spent  much  time 
trying  to  teach  the  players  some  of  the  basic  skills  of  our  country's  national  sport. 
Another  problem  was  our  goal-tending.  This  was  indicated  by  the  fact  that  we  used  seven 
different  goalies  throughout  the  season. 

Nevertheless,  despite  these  setbacks,  our  team  played  several  creditable  games.  And, 
except  for  our  matches  against  an  excellent  team  from  Upper  Canada  College,  we  remain- 
ed a  constant  threat  to  the  opposition.  Mid-way  through  the  season,  we  played  Crescent 
School.  We  had  heard  that  they  had  not  enjoyed  an  especially  successful  season.  With 
confidence,  teamwork,  and  precision  passing,  we  went  on  to  win  6-1.  This  victory  gave  us 
great  hope  and,  although  we  lost  the  next  three  games,  I  feel  that  our  optimistic  and 
understanding  coaches  recognized  some  noticeable  improvement  in  the  team. 


We  wish  next  year's  team  much  luck. 


Jim  Percival 
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Prep  Hockey 


PREP  HOCKEY 

Sitting:       Toby   Bell,   Mark  Petticrew,    Tony   Rocket,    Doug  Miller,   Jari  Wailach,   Jim   Phipps,  Joel 

Spillette,  Jon  Diamond,  Jim  McMullen. 
Standing:  David  Hutchins,  Coach,   Mitch  Fasken,   Steve  Pincombe,  Kirk  Cooley,  Scott  Rowe,   Terry 

Fish,  Bob  Phipps,  Doug  Conboy, Richard  Saliwonczyk,  Mr.  Menard,  Mr.  Jack  man. 


Skiing 


Under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Menard  and  Mr.  David  Hutchins,  we  enjoyed  skiing  at 
Talisman,  Georgian  Peaks,  and  Horseshoe  Valley  this  year. 

Although  the  conditions  for  skiing  were  not  very  good,  we  all  had  lots  of  fun,  even 
though  there  were  many  bruises  and  broken  skis. 

Our  thanks  goes  out  to  Mr.  Menard  and  Mr.  Hutchins  for  making  this  skiing-season  as 
enjoyable  as  it  was.  Thanks  also  goes  out  to  our  great  bus  driver  who  never  drove  his  bus 
over  forty  miles  per  hour  and  later  received  a  speeding  ticket  for  not  doing  under  it! 

Let  us  hope  that  next  year  will  bring  some  excellent  skiing  and  as  much  fun. 

Lawrence  Northway 
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The  Tennis  Club 
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Front  Row:      Mr.    Leightell,    Coach,   Ian  Kert,  Bruce  Lane,  Jon  Foss,  Gary  Levine,   Richard  Smith, 

James  Lethbridge. 
Second  Row :  Steven    Younker,  Don  Macintosh,   Bruce  Cadman,   Bill  Kostman,   Geoff  Kinnear,  Fred 

Stonehouse,  Brian  Whittingham. 


This  was  an  enjoyable  though  short  season.  It  was  also  quite  instructive,  for,  under 
the  direction  of  our  coach,  Mr.  Leightell,  most  of  us  picked  up  some  of  the  basic  skills  of 
tennis. 

Although  there  were  no  games  against  other  schools,  we  did  have  an  afternoon 
tournament  with  the  staff.  Bruce  Lane,  Bill  Kostman,  Bruce  Cadman,  David  Metcalf, 
Gary  Levine,  and  Jon  Foss  represented  the  school,  while  Mr.  Jim  Beer,  Mr.  Collins,  Monty 
Bourke,  Mr.  Mucy,  Duncan  Walker,  and  Mr.  Leightell  represented  the  staff.  Despite  a 
winless  afternoon,  we  gave  our  "guests"  some  stiff  opposition. 


Best  wishes  are  extended  to  next  year's  members. 


Jon  Foss 
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The  Rugger  Club 
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RUGGER  CLUB 

Front  Row:      Brian  Labbett,  Keith  Leckie,  Stuart  Scott,  Jim  Brown,  Bob  Milne,  Jim  Wheler,  Walter 

Powell. 
Second  Row:  Mr.    Beer,   Mike  Prowse,  Phil  Allan,    Edward  Martin,   Brian   Worrall,  Jeff  Lunn,    Ron 

Lupard,  Mr.  Collins,  Coach. 

Despite  a  short  season  and  a  lack  of  previous  experience,  the  Rugger  Club  met  with  a 
good  deal  of  success.  There  were  no  rugger  teams  at  Pickering  College  last  year  and  only 
one  player  remained  from  the  year  before.  Also,  the  game  was  new  to  everybody  else. 
However,  under  the  supervision  of  our  coach,  Mr.  Collins,  and  his  assistant,  Mr.  Mucy,  we 
learned  many  of  the  game's  fundamental  skills.  And  a  healthy  and  positive  attitude  both 
in  practice  and  in  games  did  much  for  the  club. 

We  had  two  teams  this  year.  Our  first  team  won  two  of  its  four  games,  with  trys 
scored  by  Stuart  Scott,  Jim  Wheler,  Jim  Brown,  Walter  Powell  and  Bob  Milne.  Brian 
Labbett,  who  quickly  became  a  very  effecient  scrum-half,  did  some  fine  kicking  and 
picked  up  several  vital  points.  This  is  not  to  forget  Keith  Leckie  whose  able  hooking  often 
gave  us  valuable  possession  of  the  ball. 

While  the  second  team  failed  to  register  a  victory,  it  was  plain  to  see  by  the  last  game 
that  it  had  developed  into  quite  an  effective  unit. 

Despite  our  losses,  our  two  teams  showed  that  we  could  lose  and  still  have  a  lot  of 
fun. 

Jim  Brown 
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Curling 


CURLING  CLUB 

Sitting:       Frank  Lee,  Don  Macintosh,  Fred  Stonehouse,  Bruce  Cadman,  Andy  Fasken,  Bob  Dingwall, 

Ganesh  Chung. 
Standing:  Mr.  Jewell,  Coach,  Brian  Pyett,  Jimmy  Jim,  Tim  Waterous,  Geoff  Kinnear,  Jon  Foss,  Peter 

Upton,  Rod  Hogg,  Mr.  Boyd,  Coach. 


The  Curling  Club  was  coached  by  Mr.  Boyd  and  Mr.  Jewell  this  year.  This  was 
Pickering  College's  second  year  in  inter-school  competition. 

In  a  challenge  match  with  Lakefield,  we  finished  with  a  respectable  fifty  per  cent 
record,  two  wins  against  two  losses.  Our  'Chinese'  team,  comprised  only  of  first  year 
curlers,  went  undefeated.  This  was  certainly  a  commendable  feat. 

Thanks  to  the  guidance  and  instruction  of  both  Mr.  Boyd  and  Mr.  Jewell,  everybody 
enjoyed  this  year  of  curling. 

Bruce  Cadman 
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The  Weight  Training  Club 


WEIGHT  TRAINING  CLUB 

Sitting:      Mike  Smith,  Tom  Shipley,  Bill  Taskey,  Mike  Prowse 

Standing:  Keith  Leckie,  Walter  Powell,  Monty  Bourke,  Coach,  Dave  Sheldon. 


This  year's  weight  training  club  had  to  be  one  of  Pickering  College's  best.  We  had  a 
good  strong  group  to  begin  with  and,  later  in  the  season,  our  numbers  were  reinforced  by 
the  addition  of  Charley  Grainger. 

The  highlight  of  the  season  came  when  Mike  Prowse  hoisted  five  hundred  pounds 
above  his  head.  All  the  members  of  the  club  owe  a  great  deal  of  thanks  to  our  coach, 
Monty  Bourke,  for  his  contributions  during  the  season. 

Mike  Prowse 
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The  Conditioning  Club 


CONDITIONING  CLUB 

Ian  Kert,  Bruce  Lane,  Mike  Peters,  Coach,  Brian  Whittingham,  Earlston  Doe,  Richard  Smith. 


Although  the  Conditioning  Club  was  a  small  group,  consisting  of  Bruce  Lane,  Ian 
Kert,  Brian  Whittingham,  Earlston  Doe,  and  Rick  Smith,  its  members  were  very 
enthusiastic.  Conditioning  practices  were  held  in  the  gym  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Mike 
Peters.  Let  it  be  said  that  we  achieved  all  the  goals  we  set  for  ourselves  and  even  had  one 
member  participate  in  the  Quaker  Relays! 

Richard  Smith 


Softball 


This  year  the  Softball  season  was  quite  short,  for  inclement  weather  throughout  most 
of  April  delayed  the  start  of  our  practices  until  the  beginning  of  May.  Thus,  we  only  had 
one  month.  Nevertheless,  we  managed  to  play  about  six  games  against  other  schools  and, 
although  the  results  of  these  games  did  not  live  up  to  pre-season  expectation,  everyone 
seemed  to  enjoy  himself:  even  the  game  against  the  staff,  which  opened  the  season  and 
which  we  lost  after  taking  a  very  healthy  lead! 

I  would  especially  like  to  thank  Duncan  Walker,  who  assisted  in  the  coaching  of  the 
team,  and  Ross  Kelly,  captain  of  the  team,  for  his  fine  efforts  in  assisting  the  coaches.  To 
Mr.  Rodney  Jones,  who  accompanied  us  on  our  trip  to  Bradford,  and  to  Mr.  Ron  Mucy, 
our  umpire,  I  extend  my  sincerest  thanks. 

Best  of  luck  to  next  year's  team. 

Mike  Peters 
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Track  And  Field 


Despite  a  slow  start  because  of  bad  weather,  the  Track  and  Field  club  met  with 
reasonable  success  this  year. 

The  first  big  meet  to  be  held  at  Pickering  College  was  the  annual  Quaker  Relays.  With 
top  competition  entered  from  sixty-five  different  schools  throughout  Ontario,  the 
afternoon  proved  to  be  most  exciting  and  successful.  Our  team  of  Chuck  Barton,  Earlston 
Doe,  Simon  Fraser,  and  Stuart  Scott  placed  a  respectable  second  in  the  only  race  that  the 
school  entered. 

Following  the  Quaker  Relays  came  the  G.B.S.S.A.  Championships.  After  an 
inter-zone  track  meet  between  Pickering  College,  St.  Andrew's  College,  and  Stouffville,we 
found  that  six  of  our  athletes  had  qualified  for  various  events  in  this  competition.  Peter 
Allan  had  qualified  for  the  senior  hurdles,  high  jump  and  broad  jump.  Bob  Hogarth  and 
Brian  Worrall  had  also  qualified  for  the  senior  broad  jump.  In  Intermediate  competition, 
Chuck  Barton  qualified  for  the  mile  and  880  and  Paul  Murton  for  the  100  yard  dash.  In 
the  Juniors,  Larry  Raymond  qualified  for  the  broad  jump.  This  number,  however,  was 
later  reduced  to  five.  Unfortunately,  we  were  outclassed  to  a  certain  degree,  but  each 
athlete  participated  to  the  best  of  his  ability. 

Two  weeks  later,  Pickering  College  held  its  annual  Sports  Day  and  a  number  of 
records  were  broken.  In  particular,  Brian  Feigehen  broke  the  Bantam  softball  throw,  the 
50  yard  dash,  and  the  hurdles.  Peter  Perlaky  broke  the  Junior  mile  with  a  time  of  5:24:0, 
while  Chuck  Barton  broke  the  Intermediate  mile  in  4:55:8  and  tied  the  880  record.  Much 
to  everybody's  disappointment,  Peter  Allan  failed  to  break  the  Senior  high  jump  record 
by  only  one-half  of  an  inch! 

All  in  all,  it  was  a  pleasant  and  quite  rewarding  season. 

A  special  thanks  must  be  given  to  our  athletic  director,  Mr.  Menard,  and  to  the 
various  other  coaches  who  helped  throughout  the  term. 

Chuck  Barton 
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SPORTS'  DAY  SCORES  -  1969 


DAY 

YEAR 

TOTAL 


BLUE 
518 

1224 
1742 


RED 

468 
1056 

1524 


SILVER 

444 
1029 
1473 


GOLD 
349 

937 
1286 


EVENT  AND 
RECORD 


100  yards 
10.1 


220  yards 
22.8 


440  yards 
53.3 


ORDER  OF  FINISH 
SENIOR 

Allan,  Hogarth,  Kelly,  Dwor 

Lanier,  Hogg,  Kert,  Handal 

Cadman,  McMichael,  W.  Powell,  Harwood 

Labbett,  Upton,  Coulter,  Rynard 

Allan,  Kelly,  Hogarth,  Dwor 
Dellios,  Hanley,  Upton,  Minshall 
Labbett,  W.  Powell,  McMichael,  Rynard 
Lanier,  Kert,  Handal, 
Coulter,  Hogg,  Lunn,  Harwood 

Brown,  Barton,  Worrall,  Phillips 


TIME  OR 
DISTANCE 

10.9 

11.7 
11.9 
11.9 

24.8 
26.0 
26.5 
26.8 
30.6 

56.7 


880  yards 
2:05.5 


Brown,  Barton,  Corcoran,  Smith 


2:07.7 


MILE 

4:47.0 


Barton,  Brown,  Kelly,  Lanier 


5:00.2 


120  yards 

hurdles 

15.7 


Allan,  Worrall,  Hogarth 
Dellios,  Cadman,  Dwor 


15.7  f 
17.0 


440  yards  relay 

(4x110) 

46.2 

High  Jump 

5'  io  y2" 

Broad  Jump 

20'  ny4" 

Triple  Jump 

42' 8^" 


Red,  Blue,  Gold,  Silver 


Allan,  Lanier,  Brown,  Labbett 


Worrall,  Hogarth,  Cadman,  Barton 


Allan,  Hogarth,  Cadman,  Labbett 


49.7 


5'6%" 


18' 7' 


38'  \l/2" 


fifty-four 


Shot  Put 

46'  1 1  y2 " 

Javelin 
159'  2  l/2  " 

Discus 
131' 9" 

Pole  Vault 
10'  6" 


Rynard,  Milne,  Worrall,  Hanley 


Brown,  Hanley,  Coulter,  Axford 


Dellios,  Cadman,  Rynard,  Corcoran 


Labbett,  Axford,  Powell  W.,  Metcalf 


37'  0  Vi  " 
137' 8" 

103'  3  yA " 

9'  10  V2  " 


INTERMEDIATE 


100  yards 
10.6 


220  yards 
23.8 


440  yards 
55.5 


Scott,  Wheler,  Doe,  Colquhoun 
Jarvis,  Kostman,  Fasken,  Pugh 
Sheldon,  Pepper,  Prowse,  Chung  D. 
Vasoff,  Martin,  Bain,  Grainger 
Levine,  Stonehouse,  Smith 

Scott,  Wheler,  Doe,  Shemilt 
Gillespie,  Jarvis,  Tombs 
Prowse,  Dingwall,  Pepper,  Chung  D. 
Vasoff,  Martin,  Lethbridge,  Whittingham 

Scott,  Tombs,  Lupard,  Grainger 


11.2 
12.1 
12.2 
12.2 
13.2 

25.0 
26.1 
27.6 
28.2 

63.0 


880  yards 
2:10.0 

mile 
5:00.2 


Shemilt,  Apple,  Ducharme,  Jim 


Shemilt,  McClintock,  Quarrier,  Lupard 


2:40.3 


5:50.0 


120  yards  hurdles 

(2'  6") 

15.0 


Wheler,  Vasoff,  Sheldon,  Lethbridge 
McClintock,  Macintosh,  Reynolds,  Anderson 


18.3 
19.4 


440  yards  relay 
(4x  110) 
47.7 


Blue,  Silver 


51.9 


High  Jump 
5' 7" 


Apple,  Shemilt,  Jarvis,  Gillespie 


5'0" 


fifty-five 


Triple  Jump 
39'  9" 

Broad  Jump 

20'  4  % " 

Pole  Vault 
9'  0l/2" 

Shot  Put 
45'  11%" 

Discus 
113'  1" 

Javelin 

147' 6" 


Gillespie,  Apple,  Tombs,  Jarvis 


Jarvis,  Doe,  Vasoff,  Shemilt 


Leckie,  Jarvis 


Scott,  Spillette,  Wheler,  Fasken 


Spillette,  Tombs,  Scott,  Benedict 


Anderson,  Bain,  Whittingham 


35'  6 1/2 " 
15' 8^" 
7'8" 
34' 8^" 
92'  O1^" 
98'  7" 


60  yards 
7.0 


JUNIOR 

Shipley,  Fraser,  Murton,  Daprato 
Mawson,  Jongsma,  Smythe 
Chung  G.,  Casserly,  Houston,  Younker 
Northway,  Perlaky,  Pickel,  Foss 


7.2 

7.7 
7.7 
7.7 


100  yards 
11.0 


Shipley,  Murton,  McKenzie,  Pelangio 
Daprato,  Zakoor,  Pickel,  Foss 
Mawson,  Kirkpatrick,  Connelly,  Macintosh 
Casserly,  Waterous,  Taylor,  Houston 
Chung  G.,  Younker,  Lee,  Taskey 


11.5 
11.7 
12.3 
12.6 
12.6 


220  yards 
24.4 


Shipley,  Fraser,  McKenzie,  Murton 

Barg,  Foss,  Younker,  Taylor 

Kirkpatrick,  Macintosh,  Connelly,  Brunskill 


25.6 
28.9 
29.6 


440  yards 
57.4 

Mile 
5:29.1 


Pelangio,  Skinulis,  Percival,  Barg 


Perlaky,  Poyntz,  Caton,  Papasake 


63.5 


5:33.0 


120  yards  hurdles 

(2'  6") 

16.3 


Fraser,  Hilge,  Percival,  Watt 
Caton,  Vickery,  Barrett,  Brunskill 


19.1 
19.4 


fifty-six 


Shuttle  Relay  Hurdles    Red,  Silver 

(4  x  60;  2'  6") 

33.8 


39.8 


440  Yards  Relay 

(4x110) 

50.1 

High  Jump 

5'3  3/4» 

Broad  Jump 
18'  8" 

Triple  Jump 
37'  0V2" 

Pole  Vault 

8'  lO1^" 


Red,  Silver,  Blue,  Gold 


Perlaky,  Caton,  Hilge,  Shipley 


Daprato,  Shipley,  Raymond,  Skinulis 


Daprato,  Pickel,  Skinulis,  Raymond 


Barrett,  Caton,  Raymond,  Potechin 


52.7 


4'  11" 


17' 8' 


34'  4YZ" 


6' 5" 


Shot  Put 
47'  5  l/2  " 

Discus 
98'  9" 


Zakoor,  Waterous,  McKenzie,  Kirkpatrick 


Taskey,  Mawson,  Hilge,  Kirkpatrick 


36'  4" 


84'  9%' 


i/  " 


Javelin 
121' 0" 


Pickel,  Perlaky,  Taylor,  Mawson 


105'  11" 


MIDGET 


50  yards 
6.2 


75  yards 
8.6 


440  Yards 
59.6 

440  Yards  Relay 

(4x110) 

52.0 


Phipps,  Pincombe,  Fasken,  Rubenstein 

R.  Saliwonczyk,  McMullen,  E.  Saliwonczyk, 

Petticrew 

Rowe,  Conboy,  Diamond,  Wallach 

Phipps,  Pincombe,  Fasken,  Cooley 

R.  Saliwonczyk,  McMullen,  E.  Saliwonczyk, 

Miller 

Rowe,  Conboy,  Diamond,  Wallach 

Fasken,  Phipps,  Pincombe,  R.  Saliwonczyk 


Silver,  Blue,  Gold,  Red 


6.4 
6.6 

6.8 

9.1 
9.3 

9.8 

58.4* 

57.0 


fifty-seven 


Relay  Shuttle 

Hurdles 

33.6 


Blue,  Silver,  Gold,  Red 


40.2 


High  Jump 
5'0" 


Pincombe,  Phipps,  Cooley,  Fasken 


4' 5' 


Broad  Jump 
17'  0" 


R.  Saliwonczyk,  Phipps,  Pincombe,  Benedict 


14'  2" 


Shot  Put 
40'  8" 


Pincombe,  R.  Saliwonczyk,  Benedict, 
E.  Saliwonczyk 


31' 9' 
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BANTAM 


40  yards 
5.2 


Fiegehen,  Simons,  Poulos,  Cotton 
Inch,  Rockett,  Bell,  Cooper 


5.4 
6.0 


60  yards 
7.5 


Fiegehen,  Simons,  Poulos,  Rosen 
Inch,  Rockett,  Cooper,  Bell 


7.6 
9.0 


Hurdles 
6.4 


Fiegehen,  Poulos,  Simons,  Rosen 
Inch,  Rockett,  Bell,  Hammond 


5.9* 
6.8 


Shuttle  Relay 
Hurdles 

25.5 

Long  Jump 
16'  5" 


Gold,  Blue,  Silver,  Red 
(Three  Competitors  Only) 


Fiegehen,  Poulos,  Rosen,  Inch 


20.4 


15'  10^" 


High  Jump 
4'  10" 


Simons,  Poulos,  Fiegehen,  Rosen 


4' 9' 


Softball  Throw 

216' 

*  Record 

f  Equals  Record 


Fiegehen,  Inch,  Simons,  Poulos 


234'  9 


'  Q"* 
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The  Polikon  Club 


Sitting:       Brian  Pyett,  Chuck  Barton,  Chris  Rogers,  John  Shemilt,  Jamie  Lethbridge. 
Standing:  Mr.  Boyd,  Jeff  Dwor,  Geoff  Kinnear,  Brian  Worrall,  Dan  Cohen,  Richard  Smith. 


The  Polikon  Club  made  good  use  of  the  early  part  of  the  school  year.  We  had  to  start 
almost  entirely  from  scratch,  because  many  of  the  Club's  illustrious  old  members  had 
belonged  to  the  previous  graduating  class.  Nevertheless,  we  had  some  lively  and 
penetrating  sessions  and  our  Speaker  and  Clerk  did  a  good  job  in  contributing  to  these 
informative  debates.  Among  the  topics  discussed  were:  India  and  Communism,  the 
American  involvement  in  Vietnam,  the  Soviet  invasion  of  Czechoslovakia,  and  the  Middle 
East  question. 

Next  year,  we  hope  to  increase  the  number  of  seats  held  by  Honourable  Members  so 
the  club  may  continue  to  hold  its  distinguished  position  at  Pickering  College. 

Chris  Rogers. 
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The  Rooters'  Club 


This  was  a  most  instructive  and  stimulating  year  for  the  members  of  the  Rooters' 
Club,  many  of  whom  were  new.  Both  our  talks  and  films  covered  a  varied  field  of  topics. 

Mr.  McLaren  started  out  the  year  with  a  few  talks  on  astronomy.  He  went  into  the 
size,  structure,  and  movement  of  our  solar  system  and  other  solar  systems.  Following  up 
Mr.  McLaren's  talks,  we  went  to  the  Planetarium  in  Toronto.  This  was  a  very  interesting 
and  educational  trip  for  everyone. 

Our  year  continued  with  several  films  on  such  different  topics  as  Canadian 
Lumbering,  Atomic  Power,  and  early  methods  of  Aviation.  After  this  we  had  talks  from 
two  students,  Don  Fowler  and  Peter  Quarrier.  Don  spoke  to  us  about  nuclear  power  and 
Peter  dealt  with  gas  and  oil  in  Ontario. 

Mr.  Leightell  came  to  some  of  our  meetings  and  gave  a  series  of  talks  on  Computer 
Programming.  He  showed  us  the  logical  reasoning  followed  by  computers  to  solve 
problems. 

Our  year  closed  with  a  trip  to  the  atomic  power  plant  in  Pickering  Township. 

On  behalf  of  the  Rooters'  Club,  I  would  like  to  thank  our  Staff  advisors,  Mr. 
McLaren  and  Mr.  Jackman,  for  providing  a  most  informative  year  for  us. 

Brian  Labbett 


Thirty  Club 


Our  club's  first  meeting  was  held  in  October,  with  very  few  old  members  present.  In 
fact,  only  three  members  returned  and  they  made  up  the  club's  executive,  Mr.  Ron 
Veitch,  President,  Mr.  David  Hutchins,  Secretary,  and  Mr.  D.M.  Bourke,  Treasurer.  The 
new  members  soon  learned  the  workings  of  our  club,  however,  and  took  an  active  part 
throughout  the  year. 

We  enjoyed  many  rewarding  evenings  of  discussion  and  stimulating  talks  by  guest 
speakers.  Prominent  among  our  guests  were  Rev.  Bone,  who  described  quite  vividly  the 
Indian  problem  in  Canada,  Mr.  Robert  Armstrong,  a  realtor  from  the  Newmarket  Area, 
who  talked  about  Real  Estate,  and  Mr.  Sisman,  who  outlined  the  aims  of  Alcoholics 
Anonymous. 

We  made  two  trips  to  the  O'Keefe  Centre  to  see  "Mame"  and  The  Supremes. 

Our  meetings  came  to  an  end  with  our  final  banquet  in  May,  after  which  we  enjoyed 
the  film,  "Murderers'  Row." 
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The  Kiwhyohopy  Club 


The  Kiwhyohopy  Club,  dedicated  to  the  study  of  geology,  was  established  this  year. 
Its  title  was  derived  from  the  first  two  letters  of  each  original  member's  name.  Mr.  V. 
Tower  was  director,  while  Mr.  R.  Mucy  was  assistant-director. 

We  discussed  many  aspects  of  geology,  including  mining  and  staking  claims.  Mr. 
Tower  and  Bob  Hogarth,  President,  gave  the  lectures  throughout  the  year,  while 
members,  Brian  Pyett,  Brian  Whittingham,  and  Steven  Younker,  Secretary-treasurer, 
supplied  such  materials  as  rocks,  pamphlets,  etc. 

Mr.  Tower  arranged  a  trip  to  the  planetarium  in  Toronto.  When  we  arrived,  however, 
it  was  full,  so  we  satisfied  ourselves  with  a  walk  through  the  museum.  The  club  also  had 
plans  for  a  field  trip  in  April,  but  it  was  cancelled  for  lack  of  space  in  the  school 
timetable. 

The  members  of  this  club  have  great  expectations  for  the  future. 

Steven  Younker 

Social  Events 

Pickering  College's  social  year  really  began  on  October  7th,  New  Boys'  Day. 
Throughout  the  day,  the  new  boys  were  totally  subject  to  the  whims  of  all  the  old  boys. 
Many  strange  sights  were  seen  around  the  school  that  day.  As  a  climax  to  this  event,  the 
movie,  "How  the  West  Was  Won",  was  shown. 

On  November  2nd,  a  group  of  students  were  invited  to  attend  a  Hallowe'en  Dance  at 
Havergal  College  in  Toronto.  It  was  a  lot  of  fun  and  many  of  the  students  made  new 
acquaintances. 

On  November  9th,  Pickering  College  held  its  annual  Football-Soccer  dance  for  which 
a  large  number  of  students  and  their  guests  turned  out.  The  music  was  provided  by  the 
school's  own  group,  The  Micro-Spore  Mother  Cells,  consisting  of  Dave  Hutchins,  Bill 
Taskey,  Kirk  Gillespie  and  Bruce  Powell.  They  deserve  a  great  deal  of  credit  for 
combining  their  talents  to  make  the  evening  such  a  great  success.  A  fine  psychodelic  show 
enhanced  the  decorations  and  proved  very  effective  in  setting  an  atmosphere. 

A  great  amount  of  preparation  went  into  Parents'  Day.  Each  subject  taught  at  the 
school  was  represented  by  displays  prepared  by  the  students  and  the  staff.  Afterwards, 
supper  was  served  to  the  students  and  their  parents. 

The  Christmas  Banquet  was  a  huge  success.  Mr.  Vaughn  Tower  was  Santa  Claus  and 
David  Hutchins  portrayed  the  Good  Fairy.  The  infamous  shovel,  an  award  presented 
annually  to  a  deserving  student,  was  given  to  Dennis  Dellios,  while  Chuck  Barton  received 
the  equally  infamous  mirror.  Gifts  were  given  out  to  the  masters  and  Mr.  McLaren  ended 
up  with  Mr.  Tower's  moustache. 

Much  to  everyone's  enjoyment,  we  had  two  movies  over  the  winter  months  to  liven 
things  up. 

The  Spring  Formal,  the  climax  of  the  year's  social  activities,  was  another  great 
evening  of  fun  and  sound.  The  decorations  added  much  to  the  dance,  as  the  Meeting 
Room  was  completely  lined  in  tin  foil  into  which  various  coloured  lights  had  been  subtly 
inserted.  The  music  was  supplied  by  an  excellent  rock  band,  the  Eros  Babaloo.  Their  own 
light  show  really  enhanced  the  decorations. 

We  hope  that  next  year's  entertainment  will  be  as  varied  and  successful. 

Bruce  Powell. 
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The  Drama  Club 


On  the  evenings  of  Nov.  21st,  22nd,  and  23rd,  the  Pickering  College  Drama  Club 
presented  two  modern  plays,  "Coming  Through  The  Rye"  by  William  Saroyan  and 
"Visit  To  A  Small  Planet"  by  Gore  Vidal.  Both  plays  were  directed  by  Mr.  S.W. 
Donaldson. 

The  first  play  was  "Coming  Through  The  Rye",  a  short,  one-act  production  which 
reveals  Saroyan's  concern  for  the  rather  useless  role  that  makes  up  our  life.  Of  course,  this 
idea  is  certainly  not  foreign  to  twentieth-century  existentialist  thought,  but  Saroyan 
presents  it  in  quite  a  palatable  form.  He  tries  to  involve  the  audience  in  the  fluctuations 
of  emotion  expressed  by  the  actors.  Only  Carroll,  a  wise  old  man,  played  by  Juan  Handal, 
seems  to  view  life  with  any  degree  of  equanimity,  as  he  is  asked  many  questions  by  other 
less  stable  individuals. 

This  is  not  an  easy  play  to  perform,  for  there  is  little  movement.  Most  of  the  central 
figures  either  sit  on,  or  rest  against,  a  bench,  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  stage.  Some 
members  of  the  cast  were  obviously  embarrassed  by  this.  Nevertheless,  the  message  came 
through  and  the  play  proved  to  be  a  fair  success. 

The  main  part  of  these  three  evenings  was  devoted  to  Vidal's  "Visit  To  A  Small 
Planet".  In  its  simplest  form,  this  play  is  about  an  alien,  played  by  Glenn  Saunders,  who 
lands  from  another  planet  with  the  express  intention  of  taking  over  the  Earth.  Not 
unexpectedly,  his  arrival  causes  some  consternation.  The  responses,  however,  are  varied. 
Mr  Spelding,  played  by  Phil  Allan,  and  his  prospective  son-in-law,  John,  played  by  Chuck 
Barton,  are  quite  perturbed.  But  the  women  react  differently.  Ellen,  played  by  Alison 
Allan,  is  quite  enthralled,  while  Mrs.  Spelding,  played  by  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Beer,  is  only 
worried  by  the  domestic  problems  posed  by  such  a  visit  and  such  a  visitor.  She  takes 
Kreton,  the  alien,  for  granted  and  is  mainly  concerned  that  his  spaceship  might  have 
destroyed  her  prize  roses. 

This  situation  becomes  less  humourous,  however,  when  Kreton,  interesting  and 
fascinating  to  begin  with,  reveals  a  certain  sadistic  delight  in  the  amazing  powers  that  he 
has  at  his  control.  For  example,  he  can  "freeze"  people  on  the  spot  and  he  reverts  to  this 
more  and  more  readily  as  his  "captives"  become  more  intractable. 

Mr.  Spelding  then  decides  to  call  in  the  army,  Joe  Harwood,  and  a  representative  of 
the  diplomatic  corps,  Chris  Rogers  (who  else?  ),  but  neither  is  able  to  dissuade  or  control 
Kreton  in  any  way.  Finally,  just  as  the  situation  is  beginining  to  get  nasty,  a  Second 
Visitor  arrives.  Poor  Mrs.  Spelding  has  nightmares  about  her  roses!  But  this  deus  ex 
machina  is  Kreton's  father  (a  facetious  allegory  of  goodness?  )  who  has  come  to  take  his 
wayward  son  home.  His  eleventh-hour  arrival  is  obviously  deliberate. 
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Vidal's  intended  message  may  be  that  we  are  still  savages  at  heart,  despite  our  claims 
to  be  civilized,  and  that  it  would  take  an  outsider  to  show  us  this.  Part  of  Kreton's 
defence  for  controlling  the  world  and  using  violence  if  need  be  is  that  earthlings  have 
always  shown  a  keen  readiness  for  the  very  same  things.  Ellen  tries  to  defend  the  human 
race  by  telling  Kreton  how  good  we  are  and  how  he  has  no  right  or  just  cause  to  call  us 
savages.  Her  argument  is  far  from  convincing,  as  Vidal  intended. 

On  the  whole,  this  play  was  pleasantly  performed.  Joe  Harwood,  Glenn  Saunders, 
and  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Beer,  with  her  well-timed  inanities,  made  an  invaluable  contribution  to 
the  production. 

Thanks  must  go  out  to  Mr.  Donaldson  and  the  company  for  all  the  time  and  effort 
they  put  into  these  two  plays.  Also,  the  lighting  and  stage  crews  are  to  be  congratulated 
for  their  efficient  work.  The  lighting  was  particularly  effective  in  Coming  Through  the 
Rye. 


The  Babies 


In  this  most  difficult  of  play  forms— two  actors  in  a  static  set-  Joe  Harwood  proved 
his  worth,  both  as  actor  and  director. 

On  a  small,  eight  foot  by  four  foot  stage,  he  set  two  chairs  which  served  as  the  islands 
on  which  two  human  beings,  a  male  and  a  female,  live  out  their  brief  uncommunicated 
span  from  birth  to  death.  They  wake  to  life,  sitting  in  their  respective  chairs,  begin  their 
discovery,  quarrel,  grow  up,  quarrel,  lust,  quarrel,  court,  quarrel,  marry,  quarrel, 
reproduce,  quarrel,  become  indifferent  and  old  and  quarrel  and  die.  Maybe,  at  the  last, 
when  death  dims  the  light,  when  it  is  too  late,  love  touches  them  a  little. 

It  is  a  tragic  play,  but,  meeting  the  true  test  of  the  tragic  sense,  it  is  couched  in  a 
wry  and  biting  humour. 

Joe  Harwood  and  Deborah  Sproule  were  the  two  players,  who  took  these  seeming 
few  fragments  of  scattered  dialogue  which  skimmed  a  lifetime,  and,  with  marvellous 
energy  and  vocal  nuance,  created  a  vital  whole  biography. 

Ron  Lupard,  Dan  Benedict,  and  Fred  Stonehouse  gave  excellent  support  in  the 
lighting  and  sound  departments. 

This  was  a  most  entertaining  production  which  received  a  deservedly  enthusiastic 
response  from  the  students  and  teaohers  present.  It  is  hoped  that  the  precedent  created 
by  this  production  -  the  responsibility  for  the  evening  was  taken  entirely  by  Joe 
Harwood  -  will  be  continued,  should  any  student  with  equal  energy  and  talent  decide  to 
do  his  own  thing  —  within  reason  that  is! 

S.W.  Donaldson. 
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The  Drama  And  Glee  Club 
Oliver 

On  the  evenings  of  April  24th,  25  th,  and  26th,  capacity  audiences  greeted  the  Drama 
and  Glee  Club's  successful  presentation  of  "Oliver".  This  musical,  based  on  Charles 
Dickens'  immortal  classic,  Oliver  Twist,  was  produced  under  the  stage  direction  of  Mr. 
Samuel  Donaldson  and  the  musical  direction  of  Mr.  Vaughn  Tower. 

The  curtain  opens  on  a  group  of  young  ragamuffins  at  dinner.  But  what  a  dinner! 
The  portions  are  so  meagre  and  the  food  of  such  poor  quality  that  these  poor  young 
creatures  air  their  grievances  in  the  lightly  and  comically  satirical  "Food,  Glorious  Food". 
At  this  point,  the  blustering  Mr.  Bumble,  played  by  Frank  Anderson,  and  the  coy  Widow 
Corney,  played  by  Ola  Pytlowany,  enter  in  time  to  find  one  of  the  boys  presumptuously 
asking  for  more.  After  a  chase  which  results  in  the  boy's  collaring,  we  learn,  not 
unexpectedly,  that  his  name  is  Oliver.  The  trustees,  played  most  capably  by  Brian  Worrall 
and  Fred  Stonehouse,  then  come  onto  the  stage  and  tell  Bumble  that  such  insubordinate 
and  ungrateful  boys  must  be  sold. 

Before  we  follow  Oliver  out  of  that  infamous  workhouse  and  into  the  streets  of 
London,  however,  Mr.  Bumble  reveals  his  feelings  for  Widow  Corney  in  a  very  well 
executed  scene  in  which  "I  Shall  Scream"  was  sung.  The  title  of  this  song  hardly  veiled 
Widow  Corney's  enthusiasm  for  Bumble's  rather  amorous  advances!  Then,  "out  in  the 
streets",  Frank  Anderson  turned  in  a  fine  performance  in  the  song, "Boy  for  Sale".  The 
stage  director  made  good  use  of  this  time,  for,  while  Mr.  Bumble  and  Oliver  walked  across 
the  front  of  the  stage,  the  curtain  was  drawn  and  the  stage  prepared  for  the  following 
scene. 

Oliver  is  sold  to  the  crafty  Mr.  Sawerberry  and  his  distasteful  wife,  played 
respectively  by  Dan  Cohen  and  Alison  Allan.  It  was  at  this  point  that  we  were  treated  to 
one  of  the  many  highlights  of  the  musical,  as  Oliver,  Allan  Rosen,  pathetically  wondered 
"Where  is  Love?  "  Allan's  presentation  of  the  song  left  little  doubt  why  he  was  chosen  to 
handle  this  important  role.  In  this  song,  he  was  able  to  capture  the  bewilderment, 
anxiety,  and  emptiness  of  a  young  boy,  bereft  of  both  parents  and  friends,  and 
unwelcome  in  a  totally  foreign  environment.  This  was  a  most  moving  moment. 

After  much  mistreatment,  Oliver  runs  away,  but  is  befriended  by  the  Artful  Dodger, 
played  by  Glen  Brunskill,  and  his  ragged  group  of  pickpockets.  This  lusty  chorus  of 
"thieves"  greets  him  with  the  song,  "Consider  Yourself.  Oliver  reacts  warmly  to  this 
outburst  of  camaraderie,  for  he  has  finally  found  some  friends. 

Dodger  and  his  mates  take  Oliver  to  their  "home"  in  the  grimy  backstreets  of 
London.  Here  we  are  introduced  to  Fagin,  delightfully  portrayed  by  Glenn  Saunders. 
Seeing  in  Oliver  another  lucrative  source  of  income,  this  wily  old  rascal  explains  to  his 
new  employee  that,  in  this  profession,  one  has  to  "Pick  a  Pocket  or  Two."  Oliver  is 
somewhat  overcome  by  the  glamorous  attributes  of  this  trade  and  is  especially  impressed 
when  Nancy,  played  very  feelingly  by  Jan  Kudelka,  explains  to  him  that  "It's  a  Fine 
Life"  being  a  pickpocket  and  living  with  Fagin.  Now  that  all  the  introductions  have  been 
made,  everyone  on  the  stage  joins  in  the  chorus  of  "I'd  do  Anything,"  Dodger's  and 
Nancy's  satirical  impersonation  of  high  society  politeness  and  etiquette,  wonderfully  out 
of  place  in  such  surroundings. 
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This  atmosphere  of  conviviality  and  song,  however,  is  overshadowed  by  the  entrance 
of  Bill  Sykes,  played  by  Rob  Milne.  He  is  the  "bad"  man  in  the  musical  and  this  is  duly 
revealed  by  the  rather  sinister  implications  of  his  song,  "My  Name".  After  cowering  at 
Sykes'  appearance,  the  boys  now  begin  to  take  heart  and  prepare  to  go  off  to  their  work. 
As  they  leave,  they  assure  dear  old  Fagin  that  they  will  "Be  Back  Soon". 

Dodger  takes  Oliver  with  him  for  his  initiation  into  crime,  but,  before  Oliver  can 
show  his  skills,  Dodger  picks  a  gentleman's  pocket.  This  gentleman,  Mr.  Brownlow, 
played  by  Dennis  Dellios,  quickly  turns  round  and  Oliver,  not  as  practised  at  getaways  as 
Dodger,  is  mistaken  for  the  thief  and  roughly  hauled  off  to  court. 

In  the  court  scene  that  follows,  we  were  introduced  to  Brian  Worrall  as  the 
magistrate.  His  extremely  comical  performance  as  a  temperamental  and  scatter-brained 
octogenarian,  typically  Dickensian,  had  the  audience  rocking  with  laughter.  Oliver  is 
cleared  of  the  charge  and  put  into  Mr.  Brownlow's  custody. 

The  scene  changes  as  we  find  ourselves  in  a  quiet  suburb  of  London  on  a  beautiful 
summer  morning.  Oliver  is  standing  at  the  window  of  his  room  in  Mr.  Brownlow's  house, 
listening  to  the  refrains  of  London's  streetsellers  in  their  cries  of  "Who  Will  Buy?  "  Sykes 
has  been  watching  Oliver,  however,  and,  at  the  first  possible  opportunity,  secures  Nancy's 
help  to  kidnap  him.  Sykes  is  afraid  that  Oliver  might  go  to  the  police  and  reveal  his 
underworld  activities. 

We  return  to  the  now  more  ominous  confines  of  Fagin's  dwelling.  It  is  late  at  night 
and  all  are  asleep,  except  Fagin.  This  old  rascal  has  his  own  problems.  He  has  begun  to 
have  second  thoughts  about  his  profession  and  wonders  whether  he  should  turn  over  a  new 
leaf.  But,  in  "Reviewing  the  Situation",  done  quite  professionally  by  Glenn  Saunders,  he 
decides  that  the  'straight  and  narrow'  poses  more  problems  and  traps  than  the  fine  art  of 
pickpocketing.  In  the  meantime,  Nancy  sneaks  off  to  Mr.  Brownlow's  house  and  promises 
to  return  Oliver,  even  though  it  may  cause  her  death. 

Then  we  are  taken  into  a  rowdy  and  raucous  pub,  where  we  are  treated  to  the  lusty 
song,  "Oom-Pah-Pah",  from  Nancy  and  the  chorus.  With  so  many  people  on  stage,  this 
could  not  have  been  an  easy  scene  to  direct.  But  it  was  so  jolly  and  everybody  seemed  to 
be  having  so  much  fun  that  it  came  over  as  the  most  colourful  and  effective  "group" 
scene  of  the  production.  And  its  effectiveness  was  enhanced  by  the  director's  sensitive 
awareness  of  drama,  for,  underneath  this  jollity,  one  sensed  a  certain  desperation  in 
Nancy  that  anticipated  the  rising  climax  of  the  musical.  We  were  not  kept  waiting. 

The  crowd  disappears,  leaving  Nancy  and  Oliver  alone.  Nancy,  the  tormented 
mistress  of  Bill  Sykes,  breaks  into  the  lovely  and  pathetic  number,  "As  long  as  He  Needs 
Me".  Jan  Kudelka  brought  unsuspected  compassion  and  tremendous  power  to  this  song, 
which  may  well  have  been  the  musical  highlight  of  the  three  evenings.  She  leaves  with 
Oliver,  but  they  are  surprised  by  Sykes  who,  in  a  horrifying  fit  of  rage,  kills  Nancy  and 
runs  off  with  Oliver.  The  villain  is  trapped,  however,  and,  in  trying  to  escape,  falls  to  his 
death.  Shortly  afterwards,  Mr.  Brownlow  comes  upon  the  scene  and  is  re-united  with  his 
nephew,  Oliver.  The  Chorus  now  gathers  for  the  stirring  finale,  "Consider  Yourself. 

Both  lighting  and  sets  were  extremely  effective  and  helped  to  create  the  many 

different  moods  that  were  needed  throughout  the  musical.  Much  praise  goes  to  Mr.  V.H. 

Tower  for  his  fine  arrangements  and  musical  direction,  as  well  as  to  the  superb  orchestra 

which  added  depth  to  the  production.  Mr.  S.W.  Donaldson  must  be  congratulated  for  his 

dynamic   stage   and  artistic  direction.  All  in  all,  everybody  connected  with  "Oliver" 

deserves  our  thanks  as  much  as  they  deserved  our  appreciation. 

3  FF  Ron  Veitch 
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IVl  OllQC    i  OH  Le  serieux  de  la  situation 


The  Trees 


Les  hommes  grimpent, 
Les  singes  marchent- 
Les  machines  parlent, 
Les  hommes  se  taisent- 

On  ouvre  les  yeux, 
Pour  etre  aveugle 
On  se  promene, 
Pour  se  perdre- 
On  se  recherche; 
Pour  se  detester- 

On  n  'ecoute  pas, 

Mais, 

On  en  tend  le  silence- 

Les  Foules  nous  embrassent 

Mais, 

On  les  fuit- 

On  tue  par  amour, 

Et  desespere, 

On  aime- 

Regarder  hier, 
Et  vive- 

Regarder  demain, 
Et  mourrir- 

J'ouvre  les  bras 

A  ITtumanite, 

Et  je  me  fais  gifler 

Mon  coeur  est  decide  aujourdTtui 

Glenn  Saunders 


The  trees  talk  to  me  of  my  follies  with  ancient  wisdom.  They  stand  even  in  death, 
with  a  placid  sereneness.  They  are  peaceful.  They  could  tell  me  much,  had  I  time  in  my 
wanderings,  but  mine  is  a  changing  and  restless  world.  Only  when  I  have  discharged  my 
youthful  zeal  on  passing  commitments  that  die  before  they  are  born,  can  I  have  reason 
enough  to  learn  the  ultimate  truth. 

Keith  Leckie 
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A  Study  In  Insanity 


Jerry  was  feeling  restless.  "Damn  her,"  he  thought.  He  had  been  sleeping  quietly, 
when,  just  past  midnight,  he  had  been  awakened  by  the  screams.  It  wasn't  the  first  time 
that  Jerry  had  been  awakened  by  these  screams.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was  awakened 
quite  regularly  by  them.  The  screams  became  louder  and  Jerry  sat  up  in  bed.  Old  Doctor 
Schultz  had  said  that  they  were  all  in  his  head,  but  Jerry  knew  better.  He  began  to  fidget 
and  play  with  his  nose.  He  reached  for  his  cigarettes.  Maybe  if  he  had  a  cigarette  he  would 
be  able  to  go  to  sleep  again. 

Jerry  watched  the  cigarette  tremble  in  his  hand.  Damn  her  again.  She  was  doing  it  on 
purpose  and  he  knew  it.  She  was  trying  to  make  his  life  miserable  by  not  letting  him 
sleep.  Jerry  had  read  all  about  mental  telepathy  and  he  knew  that  it  worked.  After  all, 
wasn't  this  proof  enough?  She  was  only  in  apartment  305  down  the  corridor  and  that 
wasn't  too  far  a  distance  to  transmit.  He  got  out  of  bed  and  stalked  around.  She  was 
laughing  at  him;  Jerry  realized  that.  Girls  had  always  laughed  at  him.  As  a  boy  he  had 
been  tall  and  skinny,  and  quiet.  The  bullies  would  pick  on  him  and  the  pretty  girls  would 
laugh  at  him  as  he  lay  on  the  ground  with  his  nose  all  bloody.  "But  why  should  I  take  it 
from  her?  "  he  asked  himself.  "Why  shouldn't  I  put  her  in  her  place?"  Yes,  that's  what  he 
would  do.  She  would  be  sorry.  Boy,  she  would  never  give  him  a  hard  time  again.  Jerry 
went  to  his  workshop-corner  and  extracted  a  three-foot  stretch  of  bailing  wire  from  a 
drawer.  She  would  learn  a  lesson  he  thought,  as  he  reached  for  the  main  door.  Jerry  knew 
what  he  had  to  do. 

Debbie  just  couldn't  sleep.  She  realized  that  it  was  12:20  a.m.  and  that  she  worked 
early  tomorrow,  but  she  just  couldn't  get  to  sleep.  She  lay  on  her  bed  and  stared  at  the 
ceiling.  She  knew  what  was  troubling  her.  It  was  that  guy  down  the  corridor  in  apartment 
307.  He  was  always  giving  her  the  eye.  As  far  back  as  she  could  remember,  boys  had  given 
her  the  eye.  It  was  true  she  was  a  very  good  looking  girl,  but  that  wasn't  any  excuse  for 
them.  They  just  wouldn't  leave  her  alone  and  they  were  such  ugly  hairy  things.  Debbie 
also  knew  that  her  girlfriends  agreed  with  her.  Suddenly  she  flung  herself  out  of  bed  and 
stood  at  the  end  of  it,  breathing  heavily.  "Why  the  hell  can't  he  go  away?  "  she  said 
aloud,  as  a  burst  of  temper  began  to  flush  her  face.  She  knew  that  he  would  give  her  the 
eye  again  tomorrow  when  he  saw  her.  Well  she  wouldn't  stand  for  it.  No,  she  wouldn't 
stand  for  it  at  all.  A  feeling  of  resolution  began  to  fill  her  body.  She  walked  slowly  but 
firmly  toward  the  kitchen.  He  wouldn't  give  her  the  eye  tomorrow.  She  was  sure  of  that. 
Her  friends  would  be  so  proud  of  her.  She'd  show  him!  She  selected  the  eight-inch  paring 
knife  from  the  rack.  He'd  learn  a  lesson  she  thought  as  she  reached  for  the  main  door. 
Debbie  knew  what  she  had  to  do. 

Brian  Worrall 
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Spring 


Spring  is  here! 

Hello  Spring,  how  are  you? 

My! ,  you  look  nice,  even  smell  pretty. 

I  assume  you  have  done  lots  of  travelling; 

I  have,  but  not  in  your  territory. 


Spring,  you  bring  so  much  joy, 
Flowers  and  birds  and  bees  and  people: 
Flowers  bloom, 
Birds  fly, 
Bees  buzz, 
People  sing. 

Spring,  you  have  something! 

I  know  you  do. 

That's  it!   You  have  love, 

Lots  of  it. 

It  reaches  people's  hearts, 

Everybody  is  so  happy  when  you  come, 

So  happy. 

Jon  Diamond. 


An  Observation 


Man  is  an  illusion,  a  figment  of  his  own  imagination.  A  master  of  nothing,  a  servant 
of  himself.  A  half-hearted  explorer  of  the  extreme  outer  extremity  of  the  brain.  Further 
penetration  is  impossible,  but  the  euphoria  of  ignorance  is  a  supple  bliss  to  the  simple 
irony  of  man's  explanation  of  himself. 

Keith  Leckie. 
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No  Final  Or  External  Truth  Is  Mans 


Since  knowledge  is  certain  to  increase,  what  we  hold  as  knowledge  at  any  time  is 
certain  to  be  changed  in  ways  we  cannot  predict,  ways  that  may  show  some  aspect  of 
current  knowledge  to  be  mistaken.  That  being  the  case,  the  only  tenable  intellectual 
position  is  one  in  which  a  readiness  for  change  is  the  constant  state. 

In  its  simplest  form,  this  means  that  our  offspring  will  know  many  truths  we  do  not 
and  will  perhaps  find  that  many  of  our  claims  have  been  unsound.  And  they  should  have, 
of  course,  the  same  awareness  about  the  generation  that  succeeds  their  own. 

No  such  approach  to  conviction  and  knowledge,  however,  is  presently  evident.  Most 
of  us  want  our  children  to  follow  our  beliefs,  and  we  devote  immense  effort,  time,  and 
treasure  to  that  sinister  end. 

This  is  only  a  sign  of  the  mistake  that  man  has  made  since  first  he  entered  the  infinite 
territory  of  time  and  tried  to  usurp  it.  Only  one  aspect  of  man's  being  can  enter  this 
world,  his  imagination,  that  rich  and  glittering  gift  that  can  span  the  summits  of  time. 

All  that  man  has  seized  is  purely  imagination.  And  all  that  he  has  is  imagination. 


Anon. 


War  God 


When  the  mind  grows  numb  and  weak, 
Men  for  other  countries  seek 
To  fight  and  kill,  vanquish  and  slay, 
Then  fall  on  knees  to  God  and  pray, 

Thank  him  for  the  battles  won: 
"Blessed  is  the  Holy  son! 
To  help  the  oppressed  was  our  fight, 
Free  them  from  their  Commie  plight. 

We,  the  mighty,  know  it  is  just, 

To  save  the  world  is  indeed  a  must. 

We  shall  kill  and  overpower, 

Above  our  enemies  we  will  tower. 

We  are  pure  and  sinless,  almost. 

To  him,  Our  Saviour,  let  us  drink  a  toast. 


Charles  Graves 
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The  silence  too  is  pregnant 

My  love,  you  are  caressed 

with  the  wing  of  the  egret's  flight. 


A  gesture  holds 
the  meaning  of  life, 
lost  in  a  moment. 


We  did  not  read, 

we  did  not  heed  the  oracle 

that  laid  bliss 

at  our  sandalled  feet, 

with  the  drop  of  a  hand 

and  seven  grains  of  sand. 


What  will  this  reveal? 
Do  I  fear  the  bees 
that  entered 
my  filmy  slipper? 
Please  do  not  ask, 
not  yet. 


The  Bird 


No  words  please. 
I  am  not  ready  to  be  told, 
I  cannot  understand! 
Please  do  not  tell  me, 
not  yet. 


Present  laughter 
fills  the  sky  with  joy, 
more  than  an  empty  word- 
hollow  sound- 
meaningless,  because 
I  do  not  speak  your  tongue. 
Please  do  not  speak, 
not  yet. 


Fondling  the  air, 

upward  soaring, 

kin  to  clouds  beside  me, 


younger  than  the  seedling, 
older  than  the  mountains, 
uninvolved  in  time: 


that  is  I, 

enwrapped  in  space, 

alone, 

chorus  of  a  thousand, 

harmonized  by  God. 


Glenn  Saunders 


Scott  Lane 
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Dreams 

I  stand  here  looking  ahead  to  the  future.  My  future.  To  the  house  I  shall  own,  the 
land  which  will  be  mine  to  walk  upon,  like  a  king  walking  through  his  Royal  Forests.  I 
look  forward  to  the  clothes  I  shall  wear.  Clothes  impeccable  in  taste,  to  be  worn  a  few 
times  and  then  discarded  like  rags.  I  look  to  the  wife  I  shall  someday  call  my  own.  Her 
soft  hair  shining  with  the  golden  glow  of  the  fire.  Her  body  shimmering  in  satin,  silk,  and 
lace,  as  she  walks  towards  me.  I  can  see  her  smile  and  hear  her  soft  voice  in  my  ear. 

I  see  the  fire  throwing  shadows  at  random  around  the  darkened  room.  By  the 
flickering  firelight,  I  can  see  the  words  of  poets  and  writers  printed  upon  creamy, 
yellowed  pages.  The  book  has  a  faintly  musty  smell  and  the  leather  creaks  as  I  close  it.  A 
volume  of  great  thoughts  from  great  minds. 

And  then  it  is  that  the  patter  of  rain  upon  the  roof  brings  me  back  to  the  world.  The 
cold,  gray,  damp  world. 

A  world  of  reality. 

The  rain  is  beating  not  upon  a  roof,  but  rather  upon  my  battered  and  soiled  felt 
fedora. 

It  seeps  through  the  spaces  between  the  soles  and  the  uppers  of  my  shoes.  I  look 
down  at  the  scuffed  toes,  at  the  reflection  I  see  on  the  wet,  shining  sidewalk.  There  I  see 
myself  not  as  a  king,  nor  as  a  reader  of  great  literature,  but  as  I  really  am.  Ragged,  poorly 
dressed,  thin  from  want  of  good  food.  Sunken  eyes  stare  back  at  me  from  darkened 
window  panes.  "Is  it  any  wonder,"  I  ask  myself,  "that  people  shy  away,  as  if  I  had  some 
dread  disease?  "  Then,  as  I  touch  the  edges  of  the  holes  in  my  pocket,  I  wonder  if  the 
next  well  dressed,  kind  face  that  passes  will  be  able  or  willing  to  spare  a  dime.  It  is  at 
moments  like  this  that  I  realize  I  have  no  real  future,  but  a  future  of  restless  wandering. 
Cold,  pain,  hunger,  and  rejection. 

But,  perhaps,  someday 

Geoff  Kinnear 
All  is  quiet,  dark,  and  warm, 
the  fatherly  full  moon 
glistens  from  behind 
burly  blankets  of  cloud. 
I  can  see  snow, 
curling,  swirling  from  the 
sky. 

White  and  warm  and  soft 
as  a  mother's  breast, 
enfolding  me  in  its  warmth. 
I  watch  as  the  snow  thins  and 
drifts  off  the  earth 's  floor  in  a 
desert  of  warmth, 
engulfing 
me. 
I  sleep. 

Joe  Harwood 

seventy-seven 


Remember 


Far  away  in  fourth  dimensional  time  forgotten 

Trees  grow  greenly  by  translucent  falls; 

Silver  sparrows  slip  sideways  through  dazzling  currents  of  turquoise; 

Flowers  unfold  and  proudly  face  the  golden  orb. 


Smog  swirls  as  against  the  glass  it  grates, 

In  panes  on  the  fiftieth  floor.  Above  and  below, 

Struggle  to  expand,  forest  be  damned. 


Crashing,  slashing,  mauling,  murdering, 

Bulldozers  bludgeon.  Majestic  pine 

Screaming  their  sorrow. 

Topple  to  the  depths  of  death  at  the  foot  of  unyielding  machinery. 

Man  is  the  Master  of  Life. 


Intoxicating  mists  heavily  hung  over, 
Strangled  flowers  in  the  fields  of  clay. 
Great  rivers  run  rusty  red, 
Empty  into  soap-sud  seas. 


Man  distorts  Life. 


Cold  concrete  falls  cleanly  into  symmetric  shape, 

Grey  population,  plastic  coats,  crowned  with  chromium, 

Rusting  in  the  rain  which  never  falls. 

The  world  cowers,  choked  by  a  plexiglass  bubble. 

A  Man-made  Miracle. 

Animals,  four  pale,  flabby  appendages, 

Sit  like  eggs  in  egg  cups, 

Finger  of  blue  steel  poised  over  pushbuttons, 

Purple  eyes  protrude  from  black  caverns, 

Shaded  by  craggy  brows,  stitched  to  polished  bone, 

Man  is  the  Master  of  Death. 

Mike  Prowse. 
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Music  And  Sound 


Music  is  sound  and  sound  is  noise,  but  there  is  a  big  difference  between  music  and 
plain  noise.  Music  is  the  creation  of  pleasant  sounds  and  blending  them  perfectly 
together.  It  is  a  series  of  special  sounds  mixed  together,  the  loud  with  the  soft,  the  high 
with  the  low,  and  the  fast  with  the  slow. 

Music  is  a  highly  complicated  affair  and  a  lot  of  time,  work,  and  patience  goes  into 
making  it.  But,  when  people  listen  to  it,  they  listen  to  it  not  only  because  it  sounds 
pleasant,  but  because  the  music  will  say  something  if  it  is  good.  The  composer  will  be  able 
to  express  ideas  and  pictures  through  his  music.  Through  music  a  good  composer  can  tell 
stories,  either  sad  or  happy,  frightening  or  exciting. 

When  you  listen  to  music,  you  listen  with  an  open  mind  and  sit  back  and  enjoy 
yourself.  If  you  let  your  mind  wander,  you  can  usually  tell  what  the  composer  is  trying  to 
express  through  his  music. 

John  Penturn. 


I  feel  too  overly  dirty, 
Like  a  potato  digger 
Who  has  pushed  aside 
Too  much  mother  earth 
To  find  a  malignant  tuber 
And  called  earth-dirt. 

I  feel  too  uncomfortable, 
Like  a  golden  haired  child 
Who  has  spilt  relish  that  stains 
On  his  birthday  suit 
And  uttered  a  first 
Audible  profanity. 

I  feel  too  insignificant, 
Like  an  anaesthetist, 
Who  fades  from  conscious  sight 
To  be  consigned 
Unremembered  and  unrewarded 
To  the  coffee  grinds  and  orange  peels 
of  her  mind. 

Glenn  Saunders. 
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A  Fisherman's  Song 


What  news  have  I  of  January, 

All  wrapped  up  in  my  sail? 

Has  Advent  tuned  my  ear 

To  the  gale 's  harsh  song, 

As  a  Christmas  sea  buries  men 

At  my  doorstep  to  the  shore? 

What  news  have  I  of  January, 

Pacing  my  aged  oak  deck? 

Will  Qiristmas  past  turn 

To  Stephen 's  mass,  sung 

As  a  widow's  tears  drown  the  wind 

And  a  banshee's  orisons  kill  the  heart? 

What  news  have  I  of  January, 

Staring  at  a  sea-shocked  shore? 

Will  the  sea  cough  up 

A  corpse  terribly  stiff? 

And  Epiphany 's  plaint 

Buy  our  heart  death 's  pall? 

What  news  have  I  of  January, 

As  the  wheel  spins  round  my  head? 

Has  the  fog  locked  fast 

At  the  harbor's  succouring  gate 

And  the  bell  rung  loud 

To  a  requiem  note? 

What  news  have  I  of  January, 

As  the  waves  wash  away  my  soul? 

Will  the  sea  return  to  my  two  dark  sons 

the  loaves  and  the  fishes? 

Did  a  communion  of  life 

feed  the  sea  today? 

Glenn  Saunders. 
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Mission  Preposterous 


I  crept  forward,  taking  every  precaution  to  make  sure  that  nobody  would  see  me.  I 
stepped  through  the  doorway  and  up  to  the  coke  machine  and  pushed  the  message 
button. 

"Good  Morning,  Mr.  Hill.  If  you  have  been  watching  television  lately,  you  will  realize 
that  we  are  being  taken  over  by  the  unmerciful  syndicate  of  Commercials.  Your  mission, 
and  you  WILL  accept,  is  to  destroy  these  monsters.  As  usual,  if  you  or  any  of  your 
Mission  Preposterous  Force  are  killed,  we  will  hold  the  usual  Pre-Fab  funeral." 

That  message  was  from  my  chief  and  I  would  not  fail  him. 

I  started  my  investigation  immediately  and  sat  up  all  that  night,  studying  the 
different  channels  and  collecting  all  the  possible  commercial  information. 

The  next  morning,  my  strategy  was  planned.  I  would  first  enter  the  soda  section  and 
sabotage  the  Coke  Industry.  I  started  to  work,  giving  Tab  and  Diet  Pepsi  71  calories  per 
two  ounce  serving.  This  would  make  the  Pepsi  Generation  turn  to  people  over  thirty. 

Then  I  cut  two  millimetres  off  Benson  and  Hedges  100's,  which,  in  turn,  would  ruin 
the  manufacturing  of  elevator  doors  that  seem  to  be  so  sensitive  to  having  cigarettes  in 
them! 

Finally,  my  last  scheme  was  to  become  a  tiny  drop  of  acid  and  destroy  the  Alka 
Selzer  industry 

Two  days  later 


It  has  worked!  My  plan  seems  to  have  succeeded  so  far  and  I  am  ready  for  the  last 
step.  Here  come  the  two  Alka-No  Wait!  Someone  has  dropped  a  Rolaid  on  me.  I  can't 
survive.  The  rolaids  are  devouring  me,  47  times  their  weight  in  acid.  I've  failed.  Nothing 
can  be  done  now.  The  world  is  being  driven  to  a  fate  of  tearing  through  paper  road 
dividers,  marked  WITHOUT  PLATFORM  ATE! 

Peter  Hilge. 
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The  Closing  Dinner 


Our  closing  dinner  was  held  on  Thursday,  May  29th,  on  one  of  those  hot,  blistering 
days  that  often  descend  upon  Southern  Ontario  during  the  early  days  of  summer.  With 
the  aid  of  a  few  strategically  placed  fans  and  the  removal  of  several  window-panes,  the 
dining-hall,  generally  hotter  on  such  days  than  the  outside  world,  was  made  bearable. 

The  school  had  invited  four  guests  to  this  traditional  annual  event,  Mr.  Jim  Elder,  a 
member  of  Canada's  successful  Equestrian  Team  at  the  1968  Olympics  in  Mexico,  Mr. 
Peter  Gzowski,  a  Canadian  author,  editor,  and  broadcaster  with  the  C.B.C.,  Mr.  David  P. 
Rogers,  Vice-Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Management,  and  Mr.  Allan  D.  Rogers, 
Secretary-Treasurer  of  the  Board  of  Management. 

Mr.  Elder  spoke  first  and,  quite  naturally,  recounted  his  experiences  at  Mexico  City, 
especially  the  competitor's  awareness  of  the  emotionally-packed  atmosphere  of  an 
Olympic  arena  and  the  proud  sensation  of  representing  one's  country.  What  seemed  most 
important  to  him  afterwards  was  the  impact  that  his  team's  gold  medal  had  upon 
Canada's  national  pride.  It  made  him  realize  that,  "despite  all  this  talk  of  a  divided 
country,  culturally  and  geographically,  we  have  something  going  for  us  and  that  is  our 
national  pride."  And  sport,  he  felt,  was  one  way  of  increasing  our  national  pride.  But,  at 
the  same  time,  he  warned  that  the  Canadian  Government  must  take  a  greater  interest  in 
amateur  sports  by  offering  more  facilities  and  training  centres.  Near  the  end  of  his  speech, 
he  outlined  what  he  felt  to  be  the  advantages  of  show  jumping. 

Mr.  Gzowski  then  took  the  floor.  In  a  fairly  quiet  but  pointed  tone,  he  aimed  a 
challenge  at  the  boys,  particularly  at  those  who  were  graduating.  He  was  well  aware,  he 
said,  of  the  challenges  that  the  younger  generation  put  before  their  elders.  And  this  was 
good  because  it  kept  them  on  their  toes.  This  time,  however,  he  was  going  to  reverse 
things.  Mr.  Gzowski's  speech  was  of  a  particular  nature:  it  was  one  of  those  that  strike  us 
later,  after  some  of  the  more  profound  ideas  have  reached  their  mark. 

As  is  customary  at  this  event,  certain  awards  were  presented  to  those  students  who, 
throughout  the  preceding  year,  had  practised  most  conscientiously  and  sensibly  the  ideals 
for  which  Pickering  College  has  always  stood.  The  Rogers  Cane,  which  is  given  to  the  boy 
in  Firth  House  whose  behaviour  and  attitude  have  exemplified  most  clearly  the  motto 
"All  for  one  and  one  for  all,"  went  to  Scott  Rowe.  The  Widdrington  Award,  presented  to 
members  of  the  graduating  class  who  have  shown  a  definite  concern  for  the  welfare  of  the 
school  community,  was  given  to  Peter  Allan,  Ken  Coulter,  and  Brian  Worrall.  The  Garratt 
Cane,  awarded  by  members  of  the  graduating  class  to  their  confrere  who  has  pursued 
unequivocally  the  high  standards  set  by   the   school,  was  presented  to  Peter  Allan. 
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NEWSOME  AND  GILBERT,  LIMITED 

Printers    •    Embossers    •    Stationers 

177  FRONT  STREET  EAST,  TORONTO  2,  CANADA    •    363-7061 

0f]ew6ert 

MADE    IN    CANADA 


Compliments  of 

INTERNATIONAL  HARVESTER 
STORE 

o 

65  George  St. 

Newmarket 

O 
895-2338 


Compliments 
of 

Gibbon's 

Foods 

Limited 


Compliments  of 

Caradonna's  Fruit  Market 


NEWMARKET,  ONTARIO 


PETER  GORMAN 

LIMITED 

♦ 

WHOLESALERS 

DISTRIBUTORS 

♦ 

95  EAGLE  ST. 
NEWMARKET 


BIRKS 

EH3 


Designers  and   Suppliers 
of 

COLLEGE   INSIGNIA 

Rings  Pins 

Trophies  Medals 

Graduation  Gifts 

Party  Favours 

BIRKS 

JEWELLERS 

134  YONGE  ST.  *  33  BLOOR  ST.  W. 
YORKDALE  SHOPPING  CENTRE 
DON  MILLS     *    2200  YONGE  ST. 


In  Sports  Equipment 
ONE     NAME 

STANDS        SUPREME 


See  Your  Tuck  Shop 
When  You  Want 

SPORTS 
EQUIPMENT 


JACK  WATSON 


SPORTING  GOODS   LTD. 

30  MOBILE  DRIVE, 

TORONTO  16 


Compliments  of 

Barth's  cleaners 

SHIRT  SERVICE  83  davis  drive 

895-5541  NEWMARKET 


Since  1878 

MEDLAND    &    SON 

AGENCIES     LIMITED 

INSURANCE 

185  BLOOR  STREET  EAST  -  TORONTO  5 

TELEPHONE:  924-7181 
96  YONGE  STREET  SOUTH  -  AURORA 
TELEPHONE  727-5453 


compiimenu  of    CANADA  BREAD  COMPANY,  LTD. 

The  Home  of 

Toastmaster 

Baked  A  Nice  Touch  Better 


MILLER    HAMMETT 

Construction  Co.,  Ltd. 


NEWMARKET 


Ontario 


BUDGET  TERMS 
FREE  DELIVERY 
ALSO 
COMPLETE 

IMPROVEMENTS 

447  DAVIS  DR. 
(AT.  MAIN) 

NEWMARKET 

895-5176 


MEDICAL  ARTS 


SUITE  105 


628  DAVIS  DRIVE 


NEWMARKET,  ONTARIO 
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Bancordchek 

the  guaranteed  cheque 
with  built  in  credit 


•  Good  for  goods  and  good  for  cash. 

•  Provides  instant  credit  when 
you  need  it. 

•  Guaranteed  by  Bank  of  Montreal. 


Bank  of  Montreal 


See  your  local  branch  soon. 


DEACON,  ARNETT  and  MURRAY 


3131  SHEPPARD  AVE.  E. 
at  Pharmacy 


Agincourt 


Ontario 


Compliments  of 

T RAILWAYS   OF 

CANADA 

LTD, 

TRAVEL  WITH 

TRAIIWAYS 

Richmond  Hill 

Ontario 

HEMPEN 


Jewellers 

220  Main  Street 
Newmarket,    Ontario 

♦ 

Hempen  Jewellers 

FORMERLY 

Robert  Yates  Jewellers 


ROBINS 

PHARMACY 

Prescriptions  Our  Specialty 

TW.  5-2411 

Prescriptions  Called  For  and  Delivered 

191    MAIN   STREET 
NEWMARKET 


FUEL  OIL 


R.  J.  IRWIN  &  SONS  LTD 


Newmarket  895-2762 


RES.  R.  J.  IRWIN QUEENSVILLE  478-4763 


467  ONTARIO 


How  does  a  lOO  -year-  old  patriarch 
keep  in  touch  with  the  Now  Generation? 


Eaton's  counts  on  you  to  help  us 
close  the  Generation  Gap! 

For  all  the  youth,  vitality  and  enthusiasm  you  inject 
into  our  store,  we  thank  you.  The  choices  you  make  at 
Eaton's  are  what  we  count  on  to  keep  us  young  and 
make  us  the  Store  for  Young  Canada. 
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